










MEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN





MEMOIRS
OF A

BENGAL CIVILIAN

JOHN BEAMES

With aMW Intfoduction by
Pbititbr

QQ
MANOHAR



I960'

Manohar Publications

2 Ansari Road, Daryagaiy

New Delhi-! 10002

Printed ^
Mehra Offset Ptm

1979, Ganj Mirkhan Cbandi Mahal
New Delhi- 1 10 002



Introduction

It is quite possible that in 1896 John Beanies was inspired to re-

write his life’s story by the appearance of a memoir entitled The

Story ofMy Life by Sir Richard Temple. Here was a two-volume

autobiographical e^sion from the one British-Indian official whom
Beames despised more than any other. Temple was well-known,

having been associated with the Lawrences in the Punjab, a place

John Beames could not abide. Moreover, Temple had published a

number of books previously, in all of which Beames must have

detected more than a subtle parade of self-ascribed virtues.*

Christopher Cooke wrote in 1960 that his grandfather John

Beames at first called the rewritten memoir The Story ofMy Life. In

his preface Beames stated that he had undertaken the autobiographi-

cal work precisely because he was *’an obscure person”. There were

after all an abundance of biographies of “eminent and illustrious

men”, whose very eminence took them “out of the category of mor-

tals”. Not only would he raise himself from obscurity, he would set

the record straight with respect to several gentlemen he did not like,

of whom Temple was chief. With a posthumous publication two

generations later, Beames achieved both these objects.

The First Edition of the Memoirs

While Tetnple’s books Collect dust along with others which date

from the pre-Curzonian vice-royalty, Beames’ Memoirs of a Bengal

Civilian has had at least a limited readership since 1961. His auto-

biography came to notice because Christopher Cooke supplied it to

Philip Mason, a fellow member of the Indian Civil Service (ICS).

When the British Raj ended in 1947, Mason wrote, while memory
served, about the “sort of men” who had ruled India. He must have

been delighted with the literary remains left by John Beames. Not

only did Mason use Beames’ material for an entire chapter in his

The Men Who Ruled India, he also assisted Chrntopher Cooke in

bringuig the Memoirs to publication
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In volume two of his work, subtitled The GuardUms, Mason

(writing under the pseudonym of Woodruff) categorized Beames as

the ‘'clodhopping collector”, while Alfred C. Lyall, an exact contem-

porary of Beames at the East India College, Haileybury, was label-

led a ‘‘man of letters”. Both, however, served to portray that dlitist

corps which so closely matched the Platonic model of guardians. As
Mason stated in his introduction:

Plato pictured a state ruled by guardians, men specially chosen

by thrir seniors in the service, trained in the use of their bodies

and in the study of history, taught that they were a separate race

from those they ruled, aloof, superior to the ties of marriage or

fotherhpod and to the attraction of gold, governing by the light

of what they knew to be beautiful and good.*

Beames and Lyall were two of the last members of this dlite to be

trained under the Company’s dominion, labouring alongside the so-

called Competition-Wallahs.

Wellesley in 1800 had been concerned to train up to proconsular

standards the civil service europeanized by Cornwallis. To adminis-

ter justice equitably, to make land revenue settlements over vast

greas, and to maintain law and order required men of character, to

the manner born, and trained in homes and schools such as only the

British Isles could supply.* Mason, 150 years later, wrote an apolo-

gy for the men whom Wellesley, the Etonian, had envisaged and with

whom he would have been pleased. John Beames, for all his

“clodhopping” characteristics, measured well up to the standards set

for guardians. They possessed aloofness, impartiality, independence,

and toughness of mind. They exuded confidence and certainty,

displayed arrogance and defiance. After all, were they not trustees

for Company or Crown, enlightened despots and paternalists on be-

half of the Indian population against tyrannies, whether they be

found among European planters, powerful zamindars, or even igno-

rant governors?*

**Oiitdoor Relief” for the Sons of Gentlemen

In his Crystal Palace speech of 1872 Bepjamin Disreali asked tile

English peoi^e (for his own political reasons of course) whether they
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wished to be a “little England’ modelled on continental principles or

whether they aspired to be “a great country, an Imperial country, a

country where your sons, when they rise, rise to paramount posi-

tions, and obtain not merely the esteem of their countrymen, but

command the respect of the world’’.* This was of course precisely

what critics like John Bright deplored. India had in fact become one

of the outstanding examples of how an empire supplied “outdoor

relief” for the upper echelons of society. Bernard Cohn discovered

from his detailed research into recruitment for the Indian Civil

Service that by the time John Beames went to India, if not a genera-

tion earlier, from fifty to sixty families interconnected by commer-

cial, social, and cultural interests contributed the “vast majority of

the civil servants who governed India”. And the Haileyburians kept

the crucial senior positions until well into the 1870s.*

In retrospect, one of the most blatant justifications for the euro-

peanization of the civil service in India came from the pen of

William Thackeray, the father of the famous novelist, as early as

1807. He was then serving on the Board of Revenue under William

Bentinck, the Governor of Madras. Thackeray argued that, as in

England, it was “very proper” that a large share of the kingdom’s

income should be “appropriated to support certain families in afflu-

ence, to produce senators, sages, and heroes for the service and de-

fence of the state”. In India, however, “that haughty spirit, inde-

pendence, and deep thought, which the possession of great wealth

sometimes gives, ought to be suppressed”. Indians should be made to

serve as husbandsmen for the European. To reserve a great part of

the ‘rent’ of India for the development of a native ^lite would be

“directly adverse to our power and interest”.^

Whereas Akbar, the Mughal emperor, employed Hindu and Mus-

lim upper classes to administer the affairs of state, the English con-

queror brought with him his own kind . “Victoria’s sons” replaced

the sons of the soil. As a result, a “great part of the rent of India

was reserved” for the employment of an dlite who, as guardians,

often thought of their stay in India despite high salaries as, at best,

an unavoidable eule. Of this ICS John Beames was a privileged

member. In spite of all the vicissitudes of his career, brought on by

his outspokenness, which shall be detailed later, he rose to be com-

missioner over a number of districts, and for a short time held a seat

on the Bengal Board of Revenue.

In ItW, Rn4]rMd Kiting wrote another kind of justification for
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the enlargement of the white man’s sf^ere for civilizing “new-

caught, sullen peoples". He also suggested, almost prophetically,

what it would mean to deny for too long the right of Indians to

share in the burden of governing.

Take up the White Man’s burden

—

Send forth the best ye breed

—

Go bind your sons to exile

To serve your captives’ need;

To wait in heavy harness

On fluttered folk and wild

—

Your new-caught sullen peoples.

Half-devil and half child.

As is known, Kipling had the United States and its imperialistic

venturing in the Philippines in mind when he wrote this masterful

poem. There were, however, other stanzas that might have had a

peculiar fascination for Beames’ generation.

Take up the White Man’s burden

—

In patience to abide.

To veil the threat of terror

And check the show of pride;

By open speech and simple,

A hundred times made plain.

To seek another’s profit,

And work another’s gain.

In the second-last stanza, Kipling warned his readers that

By all ye cry or whisper.

By all ye leave or do,

The silent, sullen peoples

Shall weigh your Gods and you.*

The young man to be weighed in the balances, John Beames,

went to India from Haileybury’s last class. His standing
, fourth

among thirty-two, was not a bad achievement, because he excelled

everyone else in Persian, and received prizes for Sanskrit and
Classics. Had he been as strong in mathematics as hi langnages,
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Beames woold have headed his class (74). When he reached Calcutta

for Airther language study, he realized that he had joined a veritable

English aristocracy in India. Nearly every Haileyburian he met
was related to or had some patronage connection with some of the

high officials of the Government of India. Hence, Beames im>

mediately found his way into the “best society”, a inatter of consi-

derable significance to him throughout his Indian career (83).

The Making of One Gnardian

John Beames, born in the year that Victoria succeeded to the throne,

was the son of a clergyman. The grandfather, John Beames IV, a

barrister, had earned for himself the sobriquet of “Cross” Beames

(16). Brilliant and indefatigable, he nevertheless had given himself

to the use of violent and abusive language. Unfortunately, the

grandson inherited a sufficient share of this trait to be recognized in

his Memoirs by Philip Mason as the “clodhopper”, a sobriquet

hardly more attractive than that given to his grandfather. Of his

father, Rev. Thomas Beames, the son spoke admiringly as “the

perfect type of that ‘muscular Christianity* of which his friend

Charles Kingsley used to talk so much” (28). An incessant talker,

an omnivorous reader, a vigorous sportsman, Thomas was, “like all

hjs family, very hot-tempered, though easily paci^ed; very out-

spoken, straightforward, and honourable” (28).

Not only did John Beames inherit character tendencies whidi

irritated his superiors, he also received the groundwork for a success-

ful career as administrator and philologist: a rigorous discipline in

reading from age three, as his mother insisted was the case (36, 60).

When John joined the company of the sons of gentlemen and

merchants at the Streatham Academy, he was well prepared in

history, religion, and the arts. Following two very happy years

there, he moved to Merchant Taylors in 1847. Whatever gentle-

manly airs he might have brought with him were thrashed out of

him by the “bender", a cane peculiar to Merchant Taylors. When
he achieved the exalted Sixth Form, reserved for the select twenty,

he was considered a tolerably good classicist, had learned to sketch,

not to mention an ability to caricature (in which he came to excel in

prose). Essentially Barnes found life at home more difficult than

at school daring this period. He recalled that his father “was
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harassed by poverty and the struggle to keep up the position of a

gentleman on the wages of a servant” (48). None of the London

parishes in which Thomas laboured paid very well, and his allow-

ance from John Beames IV was limited to £100 annually. Never-

theless, John, the memoirist, managed to survive the starvation diets

at home by making up for this deficiency at the noon meal at

Merchant Taylors. His father taught him to ride, and hardened

him by incredibly long walks, from Central London to Epping

Forest or Hampton Court and back. Young John felt that he

learned as much outside school from this father-son relationship as

inside it (cf. 55).

From the Sixth Form with its “stuck-up” collars worn at

Merchant Taylors, John went in January 1 856 to join the last batch

of recruits to enter Haileybury College under the patronage system.

Though he would have preferred Balliol, he failed to win a scholar-

ship (60). When J.P. Willoughby, a director of the East India

Company, offered several Haileybury nominations to Merchant

Taylors school, its headmaster chose, among others, John Beames of

‘erratic tendencies’. Fortunately Haileybury caused him very few

problems of adjustment: he had friends there who also had Com-
pany patrons. Besides, like many others before him, John found

the Haileybury entrance examination “very easy”. He recalled

most vividly that this promise of a “brilliant career” in India

guaranteed an early, if not immediate, marriage to Ellen Geary,

^ith whom he seemed to have fallen in love (61).

What impressed him most about the school itself was that India

hardly ever became the subject of conversation “except by the few

who really worked, nor did we as a rule care or know or seek to

know anything about it” (63-4). Later, Beames criticized this

nonchalance in the preparation for the actual experience of Oriental

language and culture, or of civilian administration. He had

welcomed the occasion when Sir James Stephen, lecturer in history,

and of Colonial Office fame, would read a letter from a civilian,

and probably a Haileyburian, setting forth what life and work was

like in India. Yet Beames recalled that his classmates considered

this a bore and an easy excuse for a lecture on the part of ‘Old

Jimmy’.

Bjmunes left the impression that the Haileybury milieu stereo-

tMipi India. On the one hand, Haileybuiians dreaded the oile in

uHia because it promised a “beastly hot” climate; on the other
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they assumed the “niggers” there required English tutelage and

civilization, if not trusteeship. Because the English could easily

grasp the essentials of Indian administration, they did not need to

"bother” much about India before they set foot in Calcutta (64).

Max Mtllln, who had helped prepare ICS candidates, largely held

James Mill and his History responsible for inculcating this image,

erroneous about India and reprehensible for English educational

institutions. Lecturing in 1883 on India: What Can It Teach Us?,

Mailer declared that he had, whenever possible, warned ICS candi-

dates against the "poisonous” pen of James Mill. Conversely, he

always recommend^ the writings of William Sleeman.*

As if that were not enough, how could the young John Beames

absorb anything but a derisive view of Indian civilization if his

father, as one might surmise, adopted Charles Kingsley’s theology?

On the occasion of his dedication of Westward Ho! to "Rajah”

James Brooke of Sarawak, Charles Kingsley wrote John Ludlow:

Do you believe in the Old Testament? . . . what does destruc-

tion of the Canaanites mean? If it was right. Rajah Brooke was

right. If he be wrong then Moses, Joshua, David were wrong.

No! I say. Because Christ’s kingdom is a kingdom of peace;

because the meek alone shall inherit the earth, therefore you

Malays and Dyaks of Sarawak, you also are enemies of peace . .

.

yon are beasts, all the more dangerous because you have a semi-

human cunning.**

Given such influences, is it any wonder that later, near the end of

his Indian career, and faced by the prospect of the eventual Indian-

ization of the ICS, Beames saw his English upbringing and educa-

tion in an entirely different light? Writing as the commissioner of

Burdwan against the Ilbert Bill (1882), he shuddered at the anopia-

lous situation raised by admitting a “young native gentleman”,

particularly a Bengali, to his covenanted Civil Service and to the

bench of the High Court. How could this possibly be permitted

when a Bengali’s preparation for such a career was so entirely

inferior to his own? Was not he, John Beames, “of good birth”,

and had he not lived “from his childhood in an atmosphere of the

highest civilization Jhat the world had yet attained”, and had he

not gone through “a period of special training besides”? With

reference to Haileybury he sp(4ce of having been “subjected to a
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seven competitive examin&tion” befon he could fiiB CfltiiUice to

the College. After two years of further trajaingi be underwent

another examination before he was ‘'allowed even to enter the Civil

Service**.^^ Yet, in 1896, when he rewrote the Memoirs, he still re-

tained the earlier version of Haileybury as too non-competitive and

nmained silent about any racist attitudes that may have been incul-

cated at home.

If Haileybury was “rather a farce as far as learning was con-

cerned”, then how did it help to prepare him for Platonic guardian-

ship? Retrospectively, like so many others. Mason wrote in The

Founders:

The best argument in favour of Haileybury was that it fostered

a close family spirit, a unity of interest; because of Haileybury,

the Indian Empire was administered by men who knew each

other and strove together in the friendly spirit of the cock-house

football match. They trusted each other and worked for the

Company, the Queen, the team, what you will, but not exclusive-

ly for themselves and that was why they overran India. . .

.

Certainly [Haileybury] was a scrambling, illogical, English

sort of way of teaching statesmen, but with- a good deal of help

from Providence it did work. The best men always spoke with

respect of the mental training they had had at Haileybury, far

wider, most of them believed, than they would have been given

anywhere else, while to an observer it seems that Haileybury men,

in spite of their clannishness, had a remarkably detached point of

view when they arrive in India. . .

.

Most of them were found to be on the side of the tiller of the

soil, surprisingly few believed in supporting an enlightened

aristocracy who were supposed to look after the peasant and

whose interests would coincide with those of the Government.**

What counted with Beames at Haileybury was the friends he

made. He belonged to a “clique” known as the “quieter and

steadier set”, somewhere between the “misguided enthusiasts” who
“read hard” and the excesnvely noisy and carefree ones. Once in

India, he turned to these Haileybury friends aftd any other members

of the “team". His Memoirs mention a very minimum of twenty-

five Haileyburians, ranging from the class of ’28 to Beames’ own
mss of ’57, upon whom be relied as men trained for the task of
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gmrdianahip in India. Of this team comprised of Victoria’s sons”

Beames stated: “The Haileybury men in most cases turned out well

in India, and our having been two years together gave us a camaia*

derie which the competition had not” (75). While in the Punjab,

he wrote of standing shoulder to shoulder with men of “our service".

The respect due to an official superior was “tempered by the esprit

de corps which made us all support each other, and by the feeling

that official rank was a mere temporary accident, and that we were

all really English gentlemen socially equal” (125-6). When con-

fronted at Champaran in Bengal by an exploitive indigo-planter,

Beames could write: “It was not, as some of my detractors alleged,

from mere lust of power that I insisted on being master of my district

and having my own way in all things, but because the district was a

sacred trust delivered to me by the Government, and I was bound

to be faithfril to that charge . .

.”
(173). That official doctrine, W.S.

Seton-Karr declared in 1864, had been inherited from Haileybury.**

Use Vicissitades of the Ontepokea Beames

Beames ran into trouble because, more than most, he made explicit

the assumed doctrine of bureaucratic equalitarianism for all Euro-

peans. How did this conviction work out in the Punjab? Could

accept Richard Temple, also the son of a gentleman, as more

“heaven bom” than himself? As the Memoirs demonstrated, Beames

resented Temple’s ego-building at his expense (107). Quite apart

from the intense personal dislike for Temple, Beames soon found him-

self critical of other of his superiors, of the jobbery so characteristic

within the service, and particularly of the many military civilians.

Beames soon collided with one of these “Cutcherry Captains”,

a Lieutenant Paske who had the support, however, of Donald

McLeod, the Financial Commissioner. After the two had had a

“savage quarrel” at Gujarat (118), Beames found himself transferred

to Ambala and then Ludhiana. Beames admitted that junior civilians

resented men like Paske who were “harsh and stuck-up and over-

bearing, and intfodnced military ideas of subordination in place of

the genial, brotherly relations which subsisted between members”
from Haileybury (125-Q.

All of this reached Montgomery, the Lieutenant-Governor, who
promptly despatched Beames to Bengal, promising him a “better
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career” there. Montgomery told him plainly that he vras “far too

independent and insubordinate for the Punjab” (125). Robert

Needham Cust, in 1863 the Judicial Commissioner, confirmed the

judgment that Beames had failed to measure up to Punjabi standards.

When he wrote from Bengal criticizing the Punjab’s judicial system,

G.R. Elsmie recorded the result in his diary. Cust “walked into

[Beames] in fine style [stating] that [Mr. Beames] was an officer of

no experience, and if he always wrote in that way, of very little

judgment. He was no specimen of the Punjab official”.**

Such a triple rebuke from Montgomery, Paske, and Cust should

have been as effective as a “bender” at Merchant Taylors. But

this by no means subdued the impertinent Beames. Fortunately for

him, the more soft-spoken Montgomery ruled at Lahore, and not

John Lawrence. Beames felt the sting of Lawrence and Temple

later. All of these Punjabi civilians had been trained in the land

settlement school of Robert M. Bird and James Thomason in the

North-Western Provinces where dutiful compliance rather than

plucky defiance or courageous criticism was normally expected.

Beames’ youthful exercise of individuality in the Punjab—a non-

regulation province which was supposed to allow for that—landed

him an officiating position as magistrate and collector of Pumeah,

in Bengal. Actually, it was a promotion of Sorts, for his salary

jumped to £1,500 a year, tripling what he had begun with only three

years earlier (131).** Beames however interpreted the appointment

as a penalization. His peers who toed the line got healthy districts,

whereas Purneah, considered unhealthy, was “entrusted” to men who

were either of “inferior calibre or to men who were in disgrace”.

For example, Frederick Barnes Peacock, son of the Chief Justice of

Bengal, got a choice district; Beames had to endure" “malarious

Purneah” because he was “a stranger whom no one knew' or cared

about” (133).

Nothing daunted, Beames used his “powers” as a magistrate-

collector to apply the new codes of law developed earlier. He
straightened out an estate in the Court of Wards and stopped the

worst abuses of an indigo-planter. Beames relished such work. Ins-

pired by what he called his “Punjabi zeal”, Beames went for the

jugular veins in the top man in each case, and, as a result, he often

brought about reforms which more timid men would never have un-

dertaken, at least not with success.

In Champaran, given him because ofbis successes in Pumeah, his
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confrontation with determined indigo-planters led to further trouble

with Government. Just as determined to be “King in Israel” as was

thie indigo manager, Beames supported the ryots (cultivators). When
it appeared that he had inspired a somewhat formidable local resis-

tance movement against the planters, he found himself temporarily

suspended from the Service, and then removed to Balasore. That

was, however, only the pretext. Beames experienced this partial dis-

grace because of his criticism of John Lawrence’s frontier policy

with respect to Nepal. John Lawrence as Viceroy was not interested

in the advice of young civilians on such points any more than he had

been earlier in the Punjab (179-86).

Relatively happy years followed at Balasore (1869-1873) and at

Cuttack in Orissa (1873-1877), where Beames eventually officiated

as Commissioner at a salary of about £3,000. Then came another

blow. Out of “personal spite”, as Beames claimed (292), Ashley

Eden, a Haileyburian of the class of 1851 and lieutenant-governor of

Bengal (1877-1882) in succession to Richard Temple, “promoted”

Beames to the swamps of Chittagong. Having been made both com-

missioner and judge did not compensate for the fact that this was,

like Purneah, another “penal settlement”.

Except for the grandson’s brief Epilogue, posterity might have re-

mained ignorant about Beames’ last years in India. Surely he did

not break off his narrative in 1879 merely because he had had eigh-

teen unhappy months in Chittagong! After all, successful years fol-

lowed as Commissioner of Burdwan and then of Bhagalpur, not to

mention his promotion to the Board of Revenue, whose status rank-

ed just below that of lieutenant-governor. Christopher Cooke provi-

ded the clue. Beames on 22 February 1887 gave evidence before

the Public Service tommission chaired by Charles Aitchison. In his

notes Beames simply stated that “I cut my own throat without being

aware of it” ,(303). What he actually said seems to have been obs-

cured in the reports of that Commission as published in the British

Parliamentary Papers. As the grandson hinted, the Ilbert Bill, which

led to an extended controversy, embroiled John Beames. A brief

discussion of this episode in his career may be reserved for the

next section.
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The Value of the Memoira

It is obvious from the number of new editions of memoirs that they

are seen increasingly as valuable sources for an interpretation of

British India.^* In a complete bibliography of the British<Indian

memoirs, the story Beames ostensibly intended for his family would

compare favourably indeed. A few examples from that long list

must suffice. Charles Raikes in 1852 wished to provide for English

readers *‘a popular description of every-day duties which occupy

their sons or brothers in the Indian Civil Service”. Not only that, he

wanted to create an understanding of the people among whom they

laboured, and of the “monument to Christian civilization, which so

many abler hands are striving to rear in India. . . William Ed-

wards, much-quoted immediately after the Mutiny of 1857, seemed

chiefly motivated to show that the anti-aristocratic party made up of

Bird and Thomason, Dalhousie and John Lawrence, and all their

subsequent followers (including John Beames) had been wrong, and

men like Henry Lawrence and Thomas Campbell Robertson right.**

Robert Needham Cust, who began a journal in the early 1840s, pub-

lished his memoirs in 1899; and George Cam(Aell, whom Beames

admired, had his published posthumously.** Temple, the bete noir

of Beames, has already been mentioned as a memoirist.

While the Notes left by Frederick John Shore, the second son of

Lord Teignmouth (John Shore), Governor-General (1793-8), were not

really intended as a memoir, their stated purpose sounded much like

one of the unstated purposes of Beames; “to endeavour to lessen the

over-weaning estimate which we have formed of our government in

British India”. Beames, less analytically critical than Shore, might

have restricted his statement to “our governors in British India”, es-

pecially Lawrence, Temple, William Grey, and Ashley Eden.** They

acted as though they feared a man as sharp as Beames. He could not

be left too long in one place, lest he see “the vanity of the theoreti-

cal cobwebs which the Secretariat mind is so fond of spinning . .

.”

(244). One can only speculate on the fate of Frederick J. Shore, had

he lived beyond 1837.

Of all the writings Philip Mason collected for his The Men Who
Ruled India, he considered Beames’ Memoirs 'tionh publishing line for

line, as written in 1896. Barun De, writing in 1837 , acknowledged

thaL^was “brilliantly written”.** Beames excelled in something that

|j^"become almost a lost art: the use of biblical language and
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imagery. Brought up in the manse and in Church ofEngland schools,

and having at heart many rhetorical passages from the King James

Version of the Bible, he used them very effortlessly and yet cleverly.

For example, he “electrified” the military civilian Col. McNeill by

telling him that he was like a centurion in the Roman Empire who

had had to purchase his “freedom”—a job in the civilian service

—

while Beames, like St. Paul, had been “free bom” (126). Once he

compared his task in India to the overseer Joseph in Egypt; on an-

other occasion he let indigo-planters know there was a "King in

Israel” (159, 174). One biblical paraphrase (of Paul’s letter to the

Philippians, 4:8) may have appeared in bad taste: “Whatsoever

things are loathsome . . . slimy . . . stinking, these things abound”

(288). But that was with reference to the penal swamp of Chitta-

gong.

One of the most charming aspects of Beames’ Memoirs is the

story of his courtship with and marriage to Ellen Geary. Over

the objections of disapproving parents, and almost insuperable and

unexpected obstacles, they brought off the wedding itself in Buland-

shahr, in the North-Western Provinces, but not without the help of

Haileybury friends (109 ff.). Having married, John was ever

thankful for his wife, for whom he might have reserved the Old

Testament Proverb: “her price is above rubies” (31:10) (cf. 181).

As Philip Mason stated:

Here pause to think of the Victorian girl, ignorant of her own
body and often ashamed of her instincts, alone with the young
husband she hardly knows and who is usually as ignorant as

herself, thousands of miles from home, surrounded by people

utterly alien in upbringing. The gossiping of servants, the

wondering eyes of villagers, the publicity that is inescapable for

every act of daily routine—all thi$ must have been repugnant to

her, even when things were at their smoothest.**

Yet they managed to bring up eight children, created substitutions

for excursions to hill stations, and enjoyed two home leaves to-

gether. They also suffered all the anxieties and hazards of travel

for the wife who took children to be educated in English schools

(259).

His character studies alone make the Memoirs eminently worth

reading, whUe his caricatures read like Punch in {uose. He saw
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the celebrated author W.W. Hunter as a "small, lean, hatchet*face

man with a newspaper-correspondent’s gift for facile, flashy writing,

and a passion for collecting facts and figures of which he made
fearful and wonderful use afterwards” (197, cf. 248).** Those from

European society whom Beames admired received a more attractive

pen-portrait. The engineer George Faulkner filled the role of

"Viking” of British-India. Obviously a most gifted individual,

Faulkner had an unusually robust family of four sons and three

daughters. Though a timid-looking wife stood at his side, Beames

praised her as the well-bred woman whose principles held that

"brilliant, reckless, rollicking family” together (226). And the

British raj has never been seen in its formation as Beames imagined

it: He said it was "like one of those large coral islands in the

Pacific built up by millions of tiny insects, age after age. Men
admire the beauty of the land and profit by its fertility, but who
thinks of the insects who built it up?” (252). In this unusual way,

Beames complimented Captain Harris of False Point whose "un-

wearied energy” supplied that port with services and facilities it

otherwise would never have wrested from an indolent government.

Beames seemed at his best when most incensed by Richard

Temple. The latter escaped damnation only because he was a

Haileyburian and an English gentleman. As Philip Mason implied

when he remarked on Beames’ dislike for this man: fifty clod-

hoppers could not be wrong!** When Beames saw him at his bridge

of teats over the Chenab river. Temple wore a helmet "with

gorgeous scarlet and gold turban; his huge and hideous moustaches

stuck out in stiff points, in imitation of the Emperor Napoleon III

whom he fancied he resembled. He was, in fact, an ugly likeness

of Punch’s caricatures of thut sovereign” (107). Much later when

Temple visited Cuttack as Lieutenant-Governor, Beames found

occasion to recreate in masterfbl fashion the emotions of one satis-

fied with his revenge. Late at night, after Temple had retired from

the magnificent reception, Beames, always irreverent and sarcastic,

mimicked Temple’s speech of that day before a partisan audience.

Temple, however, had an informer. Beames in turn was able to end

the story with a dramatic recreation of Temple’s indignant outburst

to his secretary: "He actually mocked Me, mocked Mel” (240).

like bis father and grandfather, mentally set for conftontation,

'l^mes was prepared to fight exploitive zamindars, abusive planters,

4nd pompous officials. Yet for dl that, he never seemed dMtrinaiie
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or crusading in his approach to reform. For example, when he saw

“countless abuses in the Cuttack collectorate, he tackled them one by

one” (220), and vented his criticism appropriately. Whereas

George Campbell, while on furlough in 1852, published three books

’ in order to influence the parliamentary review of Indian affairs,

John Beames reserved his tilting at windmills to ofiicial provincial

India. Hence, Mason’s characterization of Beames as a “nose-to-the-

ground” reformer seems quite apt.*®

Once the horrible stench of Purneah required strong sanitation

measures. He and the local doctor initiated a clean*up programme,

ran drains, and tried to enforce sanitation habits. But ‘‘it was a

hopeless task . .
.” and “fire was ray best helper” (157). At other

times, when famines came with appalling frequency, Beames organi-

zed famine relief, and at times with great success. Over the con-

siderable objection of the indigo-planters of Champaran, who ordi-

narily tolerated no government interference, Beames asserted his

authority as the collector. By mutual co-operation of government

officials and planters, a relief programme quickly came to life (172-

3). When a severe famine struck Cuttack in 1874 (only eight years

after the terrible Orissa famine of 1866), Beames faced the personifi-

cation of all he disliked in the British-Indian administration. The
obstacle was not the plantocracy, but Richard Temple, sent by Lord

Northbrook to manage the relief. Temple, however, mismanaged it

to the extent that George Campbell resigned as lieutenant-governor

of Bengal and Temple replaced him. Temple—and not only Bea-

mes inlplied this—excelled at self-promotion. Beames described his

mode of operation thus: “In his usual theatrical way he rode at the

rate of fifty or sixty miles a day through the districts, forming, as he

said, an opinion of the condition of the people, and the state of the

crops”. Beames wondered how he could possibly form any kind of

opinion at such a gallop. But at night he would sit down and write

“a vainglorious minute”, upon which government then acted cont-

rary to the advices of local officials, and at a great waste of money
and grains (231-2).

At Balasore, Beames protested against the fines imposed on pea-

sants who lived near areas of salt production, over which the govern-

ment had a monopoly. As a result, such peasants were allowed to

process sufficient salt for their own use, but not for sale (212).

Also, in Balasore, Beames exposed the zamindars who charged tUtkus

(cesses of all kinds) from the ryots, who under the Permanent
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Settlement of 1793, were left quite unprotected. 2^mindars and their

agents took advantage of the situation by levying taxes on any sort

of pretext. For example, when the telegraph was put through, the

zamindars charged the ignorant peasant a "lightning wire” tax.

Beames, unsupported by the government of which Temple was then

Financial Member (1868-74), stopped as many illegal extortions as

could be enforced without further legislation (213-4).

Beames’ “nose-to-the-ground” approach may best be seen in

conjunction with the peasant struggle against the indigo-planters.

When Beames came to Purneah in 1861, he seemed totally unaware

that he was fighting a system against which another attack had been

launched by the highest officials of government. From 1859 to 1862,

John Peter Grant, the Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, his secretary

W.S. Seton-Karr, and the Anglican missionary James Long spear-

headed the struggle on behalf of the peasantry against the formid-

able plantocracy in Lower Bengal. Yet Beames appeared ignorant

of this "indigo mutiny”. Nevertheless, in his own way, Beames

struck at the exploitive methods of the planters in his district inspi-

red by the same attitudes of trusteeship which had governed Grant

and Long. While one may argue that Beames should have been

aware of that "Blue Mutiny”, one may also suggest that B.B. Kling**'

could have profited from Beames’ incomparable description of the

"system” of lease and advance, and of the compulsions employed

to the point of enserfing entire district populations (149).

The one deficiency in the Memoirs, and a misleading one, is that

Beames never fully told his family where he stood on the issues rais-

ed during the vice-royalty of Ripon and Dufferin. As his grand-

son stated, he preferred "like the sundial” to record "only the happy

hours” (301), rather than to punctuate the tendencies which distur-

bed him during the 1880s. Whereas in his life story to 1879 he

preferred the narrative-chronological approach, in his 1883 state-

ment on the Ilbert Bill he evinced remarkable analytical powers.

But the fears which elicited them he seems deliberately to have

withheld from his family. Neither his promotion in the Service nor

his publications as a philologist to date gave him sufficient confi-

dence to expose his thinking on the ftindamental issues raised by the

Ilbert Bill (1882).

Fortunately Barun De illuminated those silent years by his study

of Beames "paternalism” and its defensive reaction to Indian nation-

The controversy over the Ilbert ffill led directly to the
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appointment of a commission to study the demand, based on English

promises for fifty years, for the Indianization of the civil service.

Unfortunately, Beames betrayed, as Barun De discovered, the same

degree of contempt for Bengalis and Oriyas as he did for his supe-

riors in the secretariat. De therefore discounted Beames’ explicit

concern for the social welfare of the peasantry. Above all, Beames

wanted, as his detractors stated (173), to be “lord and master” over

all levels of society in his districts. More fundamentally, as reveal-

ed by Beames himself in 1883, he could not bring himself to recog-

nize individual Indians who had advanced into the ICS as his aca-

demic and cultural equals. In fact, he preferred to see the Bengali

“competition-wallah” in the ICS as a “dangerous revolutionary”,

who needed to be kept in his place lest he should subvert the very

power base of English rule in India. He feared the rise of the

Bengali intelligentsia with its “extravagant pretensions and excessive

self-conceit”, and its desire for political power. He and many of

his peers believed strongly that the Bengali could never be entrusted

with the rule of India. In his 1883 he summed up his reasons for

opposing the Ilbert Bill:

... the measure is not called for by any administrative incon-

venience [in having Europeans judged by Europeans], that it is

not desired by the Natives as a body, that it is intensely distasteful

and humiliating to all Europeans, and that it will tend seriously

to impair the prestige of British rule in India. In fact, under a

very simple and insignificant form, it conceals the elements of a

revolution which may ere long prove the ruin of the empire.*^

John Beames, Pioneer Philologist

Only one other aspect of Beames’ career remains to be mentioned:

his scholarly attainments while in India. When one thinks of this

dimension of Beames’ achievement, it seems unfair that Lyall shouid

reign as the man of letters and Beames remain as the clodhopping

collector. In his linguistic abilities he compares favourably with

Robert Needham Cost, who claimed to be able to use eight Asian

and eight European languages. Beames earned a medal in Persian

and a prize in Sanskrit at Haileybury. He picked up Bengali,

Punjabi, and Hindi, not to mention Urdu. He had prizes in the
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classical languages, and knew German, French, and Italian. And
his facility in English far exceeded that of the average Briton (81,

100, 305).

It is no wonder then that he found gratification in Oriental stu-

dies, particularly in philology. Fortunately Beames’ grandson and

C. E. Buckland in his Dictionary of Indian Biography have provided

us with a complete list of his philological writings. First came his

Outlines of Indian Philology in 1867. Then followed his edition of

Henry M. Elliot’s Supplementary Glossary of Indian Terms in 1869.

During the happiest years of his collectorship, 1872-79, he produced

his magnum opus, the three-volume Comparative Grammar of the

Modern Aryan Languages of India. Beames himself wrote that this

work was “favourably reviewed in English and German papers and

adopted as a textbook in many universities. It won me considerable

reputation and fame” (215-6).

In spite of any dislike Cust may have harboured against Beames

because he proved to be “no specimen of the Punjab official”, he took

notice of Beames’ philological work as early as 1878. In his “The

Languages of the East Indies”, Cust wrote of the “great grammari-

ans” who came in the wake of “the army of linguistic skirmishers,

who deal with a single language”, like the missionaries Carey and

Marshman.^’ This recognition of Beames as first of this class of

grammarians was confirmed as recently as 1960. S.K. Chatterji dec-

lared Beames to be “the founder of a science, a pioneer who laid

down the great principles of comparative linguistics of the Aryan

languages”. In fact Barun De suggested that Beames may have

inspired the work of George A. Grierson who, in his Linguistic Sur-

vey of India acclaimed Beames as “one of the first authorities in the

field” . Barun De, for all his reservations, placed Beames among the

most brilliant scholars in the ICS “who endeavoured to learn all the

dialeets and languages of the districts to which they were posted”.^*

As late as 1891 Beames wrote a Grammar for the Bengali Language

which, in 1922, was still being used as a textbook for ICS probation-

ers (305).

Beames never achieved the same kind of distinction in the field

of historical writing. His “Notes on the History of Orissa under the

Mohammedan, Maratha, and English Rule” read like a chronicle,

and contain little that is analytical.**’ Yet his historical writings for

the Journal of the Asiatic Society of Bengal, the Indian Antiquary, and
th^ Indian Observer, have their value and, particularly while at
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Balasore, prevented him from perishing “from ennui” (216). His

manual of the district of Balasore remained unpublished because

Temple pretended to find fault with it. Beames made the presenta-

tion on the morning after he had mimicked Temple, on the occasion

of the latter’s visit to Cuttack (214, 239-40). Having just been mock-

ed by one whom Temple considered a parvenu, the great man refu-

sed, understandably, to give the Balasore manual the ofiicial impri-

matur. Beames never touched the manukl again.

A more journalistic effort soon ran afoul of the government.

During Mayo’s term as Viceroy (1869-72), a team of contributors, in-

cluding Beames, put out the Indian Journal. While Beames did not

write the political articles critical of John Strachey and Richard

Temple, his association with this weekly was nevertheless later held

against him by “Dicky” Temple (203).

Conclusion

From this perspective one can hardly believe that Beames wrote

only to amuse his family. If so, what made him write an elaborate

Preface? He obviously had publication in mind. Whatever the rea-

sons for his failure to publish in 1896 when such memoirs were po-

pular, Beames seemed prepossessed with at least one overriding ob-

jective: to take revenge on Richard Temple, in particular, and on

those other administrators superior to him who had frustrated his

ambitions and curbed his ego. Generally sympathetic to the anti-

aristocratic or levelling principle held by John Lawrence, Temple,

and others who followed in the tradition of Bird and Thomason,

Beames nevertheless seemed motivated to place the “titans” of the

Punjab into proper perspective. Without necessarily minimizing their

achievements, he criticized the semi-military tradition they had help-

ed to impose on the “covenanted” civil service, so coveted by sons

of gentlemen whether they got into it by patronage or competition.

In his Memoirs, he also applied the levelling principle to the ICS,

dominated until his day by his own countrymen.

Beames may not be categorized among the “unsuccessful” civili-

ans.*' Only* his outspokenness failed to bring him the highest post of

which he was capable. Even Temple, who frequently found himself

in a position to keep Beames down, could not deny his abilities nor

entirely prevent his promotions. Temple could only try to make him
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suffer a little for his impudence. That Beames never became a can-

didate for a position in the secretariat does not imply failure. To
know that there was constant tension between provincials and the

secretariat only makes the ICS more creditable in modern eyes. Ac-

cording to Philip Mason, Beames measured up to the tradition of the

‘^outspoken” service. Those who attempted to throttle the critics

from the mofussil need to be viewed with greater suspicion than has

been the case. Beames’ Memoirs therefore reflect this tradition of self-

criticism within the ICS. Temple and others who disliked Beames

failed to destroy his reputation, either as a scholar, or as a most

colourful character in one of history’s most remarkable civilian ser-

vices.*^ It is only unfortunate that Beames, faced by the divisive issue

of the Ilbert Bill, appeared incapable of standing above the general

run of his countrymen, including Temple.** He took what appears

today like a discriminatory if not racist stance, when he could have

been ranked at least with Allan O. Hume, William Wedderburn,

Henry J. Cotton, and others who espoused the nationalist cause to

their own detriment within the ICS.

Footnotes

1. Among other things, Richard Temple published India in 1880: Men and

Events ofMy Time in India James Thomason (1893) in W.W. Hunter's

The Rulers of India series. For a recent view of Temple as an ambitious

civilian of literary ability see Mark Naidis, **Sir Richard Temple: Literary

Proconsul’*, South Atlantic Quarterly (SAQ) 65

2. Philip Mason (pseudonym Woodruff), The Founders (JCP, 1600 ed., first

published in 1953), 15.

3. Peter Penner, “Haileybury: School for Anglo-Indian Statesmanship”, Bengal

Past and Present [BPP), 93

4. Mason, The Founders^ 1 1-16, 287-292; The Guardians^ 75-97.

5. W.F. Moneypenny and G E. Buckle, The Life of Benjamin Disreali^ 1868^

1876, Vol. V (1920). 194-6.

6. B.S. Cohn. ''Recruitment and Training of the British Civil Service, 1600-

1860”, in Asian Bureaucratic Systems, edited by Ralph Braibanti (Durham,

7. See William Digby 'Prosperous* British India (New Delhi, :1600ed., first

published in 1901), 40.

8. Rudyard Kipling, A Selection of His Stories and Poems, edited by John

Beecroft Il^i

9. Max MUIIer, Itulia: What Can It Teach Us? (Hew York, 1883), 78. See P,D.

Reeves, ed. Sleeman in Oudh



INTRODUCTION XXl

10. Elspeth Huxley, compiler, The Kingsleys: A Biographical Anthology (1913),

78.

11. Barun De/*Brajendranath De andJohn Beames-<-A Study in the Reactions

of Patriotism and Paternalism in the I.C.S. atthe Time of the Ilbert Bill",

BPP 81 (January.June 1962), 15-16.

12. Mason, The Founders^ 285-6.

13. For Seton-Karr*s Calcutta speech in 1864 at a dinner for HaiJeyburians, see

Memorials of Old Haileybury College (MOHC) (1894), 90-5. (MOHC also

provides a handy register for the identification of Haileyburians named by

Beames). Seton-Karr, with G.* Campbell and R.N. Cust, left Haileybury in

1842.

14. G.R. Elsmie, Thirty-Five Years in the Punjab (Edinburgh, 1909), 91. (While

the name of Beames does not appear in the quotation from Elsmie*s diary,

it is quite evident from the context that Beames was meant).

15. His salary of rupees 1250 per month was the equivalent of £125 or £1500

annually. That was ten times the amount earned by his father as a curate.

16. As examples, see the recent work by M.A. Laird, ed.. Bishop Heber in

Northern India (1971); and P.D. Reeves, ed., Sleeman in Oudh (1971).

17. Charles Raikes, No/es o/f the North-Western Provinces (1852), vi; he also

published Notes on the Revolt in the NWP^ 1858; and The Englishman in

India {mi),
18. See T.C. Robertson's review of this work in **The Indian Mutiny and the

Land Settlement", Blackwoods Magazine{m% 701-8.

19. R.N. Cust, Memoirs of a Septuagenarian (1899); and G. Campbell, Memoirs

ofMy Indian Career, ed. C.E. Bernard [one of Beames* classmates at Hailey*

bury] (1893).

20. F.J. Shore, Notes on Indian Affairs, II (1837), 516.

21. Barun De, BPP (1962), 5.

22.

* Mason, The Guardians, 49.

23. Beames referred here to Hunter’s TAe Annals of Rural Bengal {m%)\ The

Statistical Account of Bengal (20 vols.) (1875-7); and his subsequent edition

of multi-volume gazetteers. DIB.

24. Mason, op. cit., 63.

25. Mason, op. cit„ 63.

26. B.B. Kling, The Blue Mutiny: The Indigo Disturbances in Bengal, 1859-1862

(Philadelphia, 1966).

27. Barun De, BPP (1962). 4, 19, 25-27: see paragraph 31 of Appendix.

28. R.N. Cust, Linguistic and Oriental Essays (Series 1, 1880), 145.

29. Barun De, BPP (1962), 28.

30. John Beames, in the Journal of the Royal Asiatic Society of Bengal, 52

(1883), 231-257.

31. MarkNaidis characterized Beames as unsuccessful, acknowledging, how-
ever, that he appeared at his most "cantankerous" only because of hit

frequent "brushes" with the "unpleasant" Temple. See Naidis, SAQ, 90.

32. AfC>/fC(I894), 269; W.S. Seton-Karr, Grant of Rothiemurchus [re J.P. Grant]

(1899), Preface of Philip Mason's view, as discussed in this Introduction.

33. TaraChand, History of the Freedom Movement in India, II (New Delhi,

1967). 501, 546.





CONTENTS
Frontispiece John Beames, aged about 21

Introduction by Philip Mason
PAOB

7

Pr^ace II

CHAPTER

I Ancestors 13

II Childhood, 1837-1844 26

III Merchant Taylors’, 1847-1855^ 4*

IV Haileybury, 1856-1857 57

V Leaving for India, 1S58 72

VI Calcutta, 1858-1859 79

VII Paniab-Gujrat, 1859 92

VIII Marriage i860 109

IX Ambala and Ludiana, 1861 120

X Shahabad and Putnea, 1861-1862 128

XI Putnea, 1862-1864 146

XII Putnea, 1865-1866 159

XIII Champaran, 1866-1867 170

XIV Home Leave, 1868 186

XV Balasorei, 1869-1870 190

.XVI Balasore, 1871-1873 206

XVII Cuttack, 1873 217

XVIII Cuttadt, 1874 229

XIX Cuttack, 1875-1877 247

XX Chittagong, 1878-1879 275

EfSogue by Chxistopher Cooke 301

Map 307

bdex 308





INTRODUCTION

By Philip Mason

Some years ago, as a pidiminaiy to writing a book about the Indian

Civil Service, I asked a wide drrle for diaries, sketches, letters, and all

kinds of unpublished material which ~night help. A go^ deal of what
came in I found tedious reading; some 'w trivial, some technical, and
some not general enough in its application. But the account of his own
life written by John Beames was quite another matter. I found it a

pleasure to read and quoted from it freely; I kept wishing I could quote

mote.

Beames’s life is the work of an individualist if ever there was one,

but at the same time it is representative; the things that happened to

Beames were the kind ofthii^ that happened to all of us in India, not

only in the years after the Mutiny but seventy years later, and he looked

on his work and on his seniors in just the kind of way that the good

District Officer of a certain kind always did. With all this he might be

a bore, but in ftct he is a delight to read because he seems, naturally

and without effort, to understand some of the secrets of good writing.

He has a dear mind, he knows what he wants to say, and he says it

without hesitation. Like Trollope, he has trained himself to write

swiftly, not pausing to 'gaze out ofthe window and nibble the end ofhit

pen*. He seldom allows himself to be side>tracked by digressions and

qualifications; he is never pompous or selfconsdous or timid. These are

negative virtues—though it is the lade ofthem that is responsible for a

great deal of bad writing—and they would not be enou^ without an

observant eye, a well-stocked mind, strong likes and disliket, positive

opinions. The result is a plain livdy English that not many men wrote

in the 1^ ofCarlyle and Ruskin; it is neater ro the English of Swift and

Defoe or ofour own time than to vriiat we think ofas Victorian En^h.
What we think is, inddentally, a little unfiur to the Victorians; there is

pten^ of nervous Engfish in Trollope and Surtees and in many Indian

state papers and distria gazetteers. It disappears with self-consdousness

and comes to the surfiroe when the writer is more concerned with matter

than widi manner.
iumwnf» did not write fin publication but to amuse bis fiunily, not,

7
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one feek, that it would have made much difference ifhe had known that

his story would be published. It is the essence of his attraction that he

never conceals an opinion or pretends to be anything but himsdf.

Indeed, he was always in trouble for being too outspoken. He had, for

instance, a poor opinion ofsoldiers and remarks that the Indian Govern-

ment ‘acted on the assumption that military men were fit for any duBes

and were apparendy not requited with their regiments. . .
.’ Since dvil

and staff pay were much better than r^imental, there was no doubt a

good deal oftruth in his beliefthat some regimental soldiers had gone to

some trouble to catch the eye of a superior and get a dvil appointment.

And sometimes, no doubt, there were cases like that of ‘Ddilah Aber-

ystwith and that bad Ulysses Gunn* and others exposed in ‘Depart-

mental Ditties’—^not, of course, only among soldiers. But it was sweep-

ir^ of Beames to think that all soldiers in dvil emplo3unent had had to

fawn and intrigue to get their appointments; it was unwise to tell the

ex-soldier who was head of his ^strict that he fdt like St Paul before

the chief captain who ‘with a great sum obtained this freedom’. ‘But I,’

Beames continued, ‘was fine bom.’

This was not the behaviour of a man likely to win special promotion.

He thou^t little of Lieutenant-Governors in gene^ and of almost

every specimen of the dass he met. John Lawrence he considered ‘a

rough coarse man, in appearance more like a navvy than a gende-

num . .
.’ who tried to turn his officers into ‘homdess vagrant governing-

machines . .

.’ But his special dislike was for Sir Richard Temple who
was Lieutenant-Governor ofthree provinces in succession. Beames was

always scathing about Temple, and particularly about his views on the

famine which in 1874 seemed likdy in Bihar. ‘In his usual theatrical

way,’ wrote Beames of Sir Richard, ‘he rode at the rate of fifiy or sixty

miles a day through the districts, forming as he said an opinion on the

condition of the people and the state of the crops. He would sit down
at night after one of these wfid ^campers and write a vainglorious

minum. . . .’
,

Beames was not alone in regarding this brilliant man as something of

a showman, and he was entirdy representative in his attitude to auth-

ority. He wrote on one occasion: ‘I was in fact called upon to act and

not to act at the same time, a false position in which Government is foiul

ofplacing officers by way ofshuffling off its own responsibility, a regular

Secretariat ttidc.’ Here he echoes the cry of every district officer and

every Colonid Governor, blamed for weakness ifhe does not act and for

harshness if he does. Of course it is unfaii^ the razor-edge which the

administtatum has to walk is not created by the Secretariat (or by
8
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‘Whitehall’, or the Colonial OflSce, or whatever is the bugbear of the

moment); it is inherent in the situation, in Nyasaland today, in India

yesterday. That he does not see this is Beames’s limitation as an officer

but his strength as a writer and he is more amusing to read than many a

man who is more prudent, tactful and balanced.

You might call him intellectually arrogant; when he was appointed

to Champaran, one of the few districts in India where planters were

strong, he determined to be master in his own district, not, as he says,

‘from mere lust for power ... but because the distria was a sacred trust

delivered to me by Government and I was bound to be faithful to that

charge. I should have been very base had I from love of case or wish for

popularity sat idly by and let others usurp my place and duties. Ruling

men is not a task that can be performed by le premier venu and though I

was young at it, still I had five years’ training and experience prefaced by

a liberal education, while these ex-mates ofmerchant ships and ci devant

clerks in counting-houses had had neither’. There is arrogance here, but

with it went a noble determination to do what was just to the p)easant

whatever the cost. Here in Champaran he suppe 'ted a peasant against

the tyranny of a rich planter; later in Orissa he challenged the Govern-

ment and its laws on behalf of an old woman who was prosecuted for

picking up the salt that was delivered by the sea free of tax at the door

of her hut. After a number of reprimands, he won his case and the law

was changed.

Beames is still remembered in India by a small circle as a scholar, a

grammarian, and a philologist; this was a game with the left hand, as the

Hindustani phrase goes, a hobby. He was an accomplished and indus-

trious linguist. But to scores who cannot follow him into such realms

he will give pleasure by his sketches ofan India that had changed but not

wholly disappeared two generations later. Let me give one sample only;

he is describing an old-fashioned police officer before the reforms of

i86i . The man he chooses is: ‘a tall, portly Mohammedan, grey-bearded,

with a smooth sleek look, crafty as a fox, extremely polished in manner,

deferential to his superiors, but haughty and tyrannical to his inferiors.

With his huge scarlet turbaif laced wiffi gold, his sword hung from a

gold embroidered baldri^ spotless white clothes and long riding boots,

he bestrode a gaunt roan horse with grey eyes, a pink nose and a long

flowing tail. . . .’ His book is full of such pictures and conveys most

vividly the atmosphere of the East India Company’s College at Hailey-

bury, of life in Cdcutta just after the Mutiny, of the Punjab and Law-

rence, and later ofboth Bihar and Orissa. And it is worth pausing to

think ofthe life led by his 3roung bride when she came to join hiininfrie
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Punjab, and of their first meeting after two years’ sqMuation, after the

long voyage to India, after the three weeks’ journey from Calcutta by
pony-cart, all accomplished among strangers. It is our good fortune that

Beames was so outspoken a critic of his superiors; he was several times

in trouble and transferred as a result and he therefore saw more of India

than most of us.

I do not think that Beames can have been an easy man to get on with;

I suspect that if he had been my District Officer I should often have

smarted under criticism the more painful because it was deserved. Bur I

feel sure that if I had known him I should have respected him and I shall

certainly think much less well ofanyone who does not end his book with

a liking for this obstinate, faithful man, so just, so lively in his interests,

so plain and downright in his judgements, above all so honest with him-

self and with everyone he met.
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PREFACE

This narrative was begun at Cuttack, where I was Magistrate and
Collector, in 1875, and was continued at intervals till 1878 when, owing
to my being transferred to Chinagong, and to other causes, it was dis-

continued. I tried to go on with it in 1880 at Chinsurah but I then found
a curious thing. I could not remember recent events so clearly as I did

those which had occurred long ago. As I had brought down my narrative

to the year 1870 it was necessary to wait till the subsequent events had
receded further into the past so that I might recollect them better. The
manuscript was therefore laid aside, and by degrees forgotten. Now in

the year 1896, having retired from the Civil Service, and returned to

England, I take it up again, and as on reading it over I see many things

which I should now prefer to describe differently, as well as some which

are incorrect, it seems better to write it from the beginning.

If it should be asked why so obscure a person should think it worth

his while to write the story of his life at all I reply that it is precisely

because I am an obscure person—^an average, ordinary, middle-class

Englishman—^that I write it. There is an abundance of biographies of

eminent and illustrious men, but the very fact that they were eminent

takes them out of the category of ordinary mortals. Their lives, therefore,

though deeply interesting on account of their great deeds, are different

from the general run of men who were their contemporaries. It will I

think be interesting to posterity—or at any rate to my descendants—^to

read the account of how an ordinary, average Englishman lived in the

reign ofQueen Victoria. Such as my life has been, such has been that of

thousands of other men in this period of time. And as India, where I

spent so large a portion ofmy life, is already changing and many institu-

tions and conditions of existence which were in my day, are passing

away, the Indian part ofmy life may be perhaps useful as a record of a

state of things which has ceased to be. Finally my descendants if they

ever read these pages may be interested in learning what manner ofmen
their forefathers were. And even ifno one should care to read these pages,

it amuses me to write them, which is perhaps as good a reason for writing

them as any other.

Netherclay House John Beames
Bishopss Hull near Taunton^ 12 October 1896
Somersetshire,

II





CHAPTER 1

Ancestors

Before I begin to write about myself I ought, I think, to give some
account ofmy ancestors. These, as far as we know about them, may be
divided into two groups, one beginning in the eleventh and stretching

down to the fifteenth century, the other beginning at the end of the

seventeenth century and descending in an unbroken line to the present

day. With the first group our connexion is, if not doubtful, at any rate

not dearly traceable, so I shall merely mention a few of the best

established facts concerning them.

Of course they ‘came over with the Conqueror*, like all respectable

English families. It is the fashion to laugh at this claim, as a mere idle

boast. But it is true in our case, at least if we are really descended from

this family. In the Roll of Battle Abbey among the names of Duke
William’s followers occurs the name Belemis. It is also spelt Belmeys,

Beaumeis, Bealum, and in various other ways. Spdling in those times

was not subject to any rules. There were three brothers of this name in

the Norman Army—William, Richard and Walter. They came according

to one account from Beaumez near Alen^on, according to another from

Les Beaumes near Avignon. They were attached to the service of Roger

de Montgomeri, Earl of Shrewsbury, and obtained the manors ofTong
and Donington in Shropshire, as also Ashby in Derbyshire. Richard

was a priest and rose to be Bishop of London in 1108, and Warden of

the Welsh Marches. He devoted all his episcopal income to the rebuild-

ing of St Paul’s Cathedral. His nephew, also called Richard, became

Bishop ofLondon about 1145. The Tong and Donington lines died out,

the first in 1200, the second in 1329, but there was a third line setded in

Lincolnshire represented by Henry de Belemis of Limberg Magna, and

another at Sawtree Beaumes in Huntingdonshire. A de Beaumys also

held lands in Sussex and near Reading, where there is still a ruined moat

called Beaumys Casde.

About the year 1450 the last ofvarious scanered notices of persons of

this name is found. The family appears to have sunk into otecurity in

the Wars of the Roses. Besides the identity of name, there is also the

fiict that their crest and coat of arms were the same as those we now
bear, t6 support the supposition that we are descended from them.

If so, it is most probably from the branch setded near Reading that
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we are derived, for about two centuries later the name Beaumes or

Beames is found to be tolerably common in Berkshire and North Wilt-

shire, and some of them were bankers of Chippenham.

It was probably to this line that the John Beames belonged who, in

or about 1728, married Sarah, daughter of the Revd John Power of

Clifton near Bristol. This John Beames is sometimes called Roger

Beames (by my grandfather in some notes of his which I have) I do not

know why. He is said to have been born in 1695 and may be regarded

as the founder of the present family. The Revd John Power by his will

dated 26 March 1743 bequeathed all his property at Qifton to his

grandson John Beames, son of his daughter Sarah. This property

remained in the family for several generations, in fact, a portion of it is

in their possession still. Although the social position of John I, alias

Roger, does not seem to have been very exalted, he was evidently of

gentle birth, he was an armiger^ and I have in my possession two silver

shields of his or his son’s bearing, azure six garbs or, 3, 2 and i, crest a

garb or; the same coat and crest as that of the old Norman de Beaumys.

I know nothing more about John I, except that he had two sons, John

II and George. In an affidavit sworn at the Guildhall, London, by this

George on the 2nd December 1786 before the celebrated Wilkes, Lord

Mayor, John II is described as ‘late of St Mary Overy’s Churchyard in

the parish of St Saviour’s Southwark in the County of Surrey, victu-

aller, deceased’ and George himself is described as a butcher of Oxford

Street. The descendants of the Norman Barons had come down in the

world, but not more so than those of many others whose names are in

the Roll of Battle Abbey. These ancient names, as the Duchess of

Qeveland shows, survive very largely among the peasantry when they

have died out among the noble and gentle families.

In 1749 John II married Sarah Halliday, and had two sons and two

daughters. His eldest son died in a terrible manner when an infant

thirteen months old. The father had been out and returning home stood

for a while on his doorstep talking to a friend. The nurse, who was at an

upper window, seeing him below held out the baby to see its father. The
child in its eagerness to reach its father sprung forwards, slipped out of

the nurse’s arms, fell and was dashed to pieces on the doorstep before

its father’s feet! His second son John III was bom in 1754 and baptized

at St James’s Church, Piccadilly, where the baptismal certificate was

found a hundred years later by my father when he was Assistant

Preacher of that church. The two daughters were named Sarah and

Mary. The latter is said to have married one Connop, but beyond this,

I have no information about them.

14



John III appears to have been at first in business for in the affidavit

above-mentioned he is said to have been 'of Thames Street, London,
but now of Clifton near the Hotwells, Bristol*. He evidently succeeded

to the Clifton estates on the death of his father. The house in which he

lived—Hillficld House—^is still in existence at the lower end of Granby
Hill just above the Hotwells. It must have been a fine old house then,

though it is now divided into two and part of it is let out as a shop. Its

gardens covered the whole hillside, and the fields surrounding it were

long known as Beames’s hill fields. They and most of the garden have

now been built over. At Hillfield my great grandfather lived till his

death. He married a widow, Sarah Reeves (they all seem to have married

Sarahs) whose maiden name was Ivyleafe, a strong-minded, clever

woman. ^ He himself led a life of dissipation, drinking and gambling.

Dreadful stories are told ofhis conduct. He belonged to a club in Bristol

where play ran high and he gambled away the greater part ofthe Clifton

property. Clifton was then a rural village, but it soon after became a

fashionable watering place, and the land he gambled away became very

valuable. As my cousin, old Benjamin Burroughs, from whom I have

derived much of the information I am now recording, and who knows

every inch of Clifton, often szys with a sigh we might have been million-

aires if it had not been for this great-grandfather. The unhappy man
eventually became insan^e and died in 1789. He left two children, and

two sons had died before him in infancy; they were named George and

Samuel.

The two surviving children were my grandfather John IV, bom
16 May 1781^ and Sarah, bom in 1783. She married Benjamin Gustavus

Burroughs, a physician of Bristol by whom she had a family of four sons

and two daughters, of whom I shall frequently have occasion to make
mention hereafter.

My great-grandmother thus left a widow devoted herself to the task

of saving and managing what was left of the Qifton property. She was

very successful and contrived to build up a very respectable income. She

married for the third time, a Captain Powell (whether R.N. or Merchant

Service I do not know—^but he was a sailor of some kind), whom she

survived, eventually dying on 19 March 1840 aged 84. Ben Burroughs

tells me she wanted to marry a fourth time after Powell*s death, and was

with difficulty dissuaded by her children and grandchildren. As all the

property was left to her, she was well-off and kept up a good state at

Hillfield House. She was fond of society and loved to give large parties;

she held a prominent position in Clifton society. I have heard her

^ 1 have a likeness of her copied from a miniature.

15



AIEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN

described as a tall, rather masculine womaor—^a grenadier in petticoats’

my father used to call her.

She sent her son, my grandfather, to the Grammar School at Sher-

borne in Dorsetshire whence in due course he proceeded to Exeter

College, Oxford. After a time however he changed to Lincoln College.

It was here that he displayed the first signs ofhis perverse and passionate

character. The examinations for the B.A. degree had hitherto been
held at each College separately, but about this time a new regulation was
introduced under which the examinations were held by the University

and the power of conferring degrees was taken away from the College

authorities and transferred to those of the University. This change was
strenuously opposed by the Heads ofseveral Colleges, prominent among
whom was Dr Tatham, Rector ofLincoln. A rumour was spread abroad

that men from the recalcitrant Colleges would be unfavourably regarded

by the Examiners and this roused much ill-feeling. My grandfather

characteristically excited himselfvery much on this account and he went
into the Schools bristling with irritation and prepared beforehand to see

injustice in everything that was done. In the examination for Honours
in Classics, he was put on in Aristotle, an author whom he had, as he
often asserted in later life, completely mastered. The Examiners had, it

appears, fixed certain parts of Aristotle’s works as the tests, and when he
had passed satisfactorily in those, he was put on in some part not
included in the test. This he thought was done in the hope of plucking
him, because he was a Lincoln man. So he refused to go on, flung the

book at the heads of the Examiners, and stalked out of the hall pouring
forth a volley of curses. This at least is how he used to tell the story. It

did not transpire what, if any, punishment he incurred for this conduct
but in die class lists for 1806 his name appears as Second Qass in Literse

Humaniores, and he always asserted that though he was superior to

Sir Robert Peel and other subsequendy distinguished men who took
Firsts in that year, he was refused a First on account of his outbreak.
My father has told me that the story was well known at the time, and
was confirmed by several ofmy grandfather’s contemporaries whom he
had asked about it. After this he went to Lincoln’s Inn and was in due
course called to the Bar in 1811. He rose rapidly in his profession, being
a man of brilliant intellect, and indefatigable industry, marred however
by the most violent temper. He was eminent as an equity draftsman
and diamber counsel; as a pleader his success was not so great, his rude-
ness and violence of language making him unpxipular with Judges. He
gained in fact the sobriquet of ‘Cross Beames’, and there is an excellent

caricature of him by the celebrated HB (John Doyle) standing in wig
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and gown under some crossed beams ofthe scaffolding ofthe new Hall
of Lincoln’s Inn which was then being built, with the words ‘Cross

Beames’ underneath. He was ratherproud ofthis picture and had it hung
up in his house! He used to spend his vacations at Hillfield House with
his mother, or whenever he had a quarrel with her, an event offmquent
occurrence, at Cowslip Lodge, a small house and estate near Wrington
in Somersetshire, some twelve miles south of Bristol. It was part of the
Clifton property and is sdll in our family. He was an officer ofthe Royal
Bristol Volunteers. The great European war was then in full progress

and Volunteer corps were formed in all parts of the Kingdom. It must
have been not later than iSii that he married his first wife, Mary
Collins. I am told that she was a very beautiful woman, and deeply

attached to him. She was, however, very delicate, and being fond of

society and amusement did not take enough care of her health. Her
brother-in-law Dr Burroughs often, it is said, warned her that she was

exerting herself too much, and going to too many balls and parties, but

neither she nor her mother-in-law Mrs Powell, with whom she spent

most of her time, paid any attention to the warning. One evening at a

party at Hillfield House she broke a blood-vessel, was carried to bed,

and died in a few hours. She had been married only a little more than a

year, and left no children. My grandfather it is thought felt her loss very

acutely, but he never spoke of her again, and no trace of her was found

at his death, save the name ‘Mary Collins’ in some old books. A little

over a year after her death he married again. His second wife was Mary
Pearson Carnarvon, only daughter and heiress of Dr Thomas Car-

narvon a physician of Greenwich. He had married one Jane Pearson,

daughter ofDr John Pearson a physician of York, whose wife Elizabeth

was heiress of Sir Hercules Buck, the last of a Yorkshire family with

strange Christian names descended from Sir Bezalcel Buck ten^,

Charles I. The Buck property had descended through Mrs Pearson to

her daughter Mrs Carnarvon, and through her daughter it eventually

came to our family. The landed property appears to have been sold, but

Aiiss Carnarvon brought to my grandfather a sum of £s^yOOO in East

India Stock and a considerable amount of house property in Greenwich

and elsewhere. There was a large portrait in oils ofDr Carnarvon in the

breakfast-room at Bashley. It represents a small man with a round, fair,

clean-shaven face with delicate thin features and blue eyes, the hair

powdered and tied in a knot behind, a scarlet coat with large polished

steel buttons and ftill on the breast. My brother Harry and my second

son Frederick closely resemble him, and I am looking out for the re-

appearance of the type among my already numerous grandchildren.
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Old Qunarvon’s temper was nearly as bad as my grandfather’s and

they were constantly quarrelling, especially about money matters. So

much did they disagree that they judged it advisable not to live in the

same house any longer, though they had arranged to do so when the

young couple were married. As my grandmother was very much attached

to her mother, Mrs Carnarvon, ^e two ladies did not like the idea of

being separated, so a compromise was arrived at. Dr Carnarvon lived in

a big red-brick house on Croom’s Hill. This house faces north. It is still

standing (1896) and is called Croom’s Hill House.^ Opposite, but a little

to the east, is another equally large red-brick house facing south which

also belonged to him, and this he gave over to my grandfather who
moved into it and lived there for some years. The two houses are on the

brow of the steep hill leading down into Greenwich and are just outside

the wall of the Park opposite the Ranger’s Lodge.

In tliis house was bom on i February 1815 my father, Thomas
Beames. He was named after Dr Carnarvon, a departure from the old

family custom of calling the eldest son John, which, if one were to be

superstitious, one might say brought him ill-luck. In the same house on

the 22nd February 1817 was bom my Uncle John V. These were the

only two children bom of this marriage.

Soon after my uncle’s birth old Carnarvon died, and his widow
removed from Croom’s Hill to a large white house in Park Lane, just

opposite the eastern gate of Greenwich Hospital. It has been pulled

down now. Here she lived for many years in company with a queer old

Yorkshire woman. Miss Smith, who was my godmother and left me a

legacy when she died thirty-odd years later. My father was very fond of

his grandmother and often spent his holidays with her. The unfortunate

dispersion of my grandfather’s library and the destruction of all his

private papers after my father’s death during my absence in India

deprives me of the power of assigning accurate dates in many cases to

the events I am now relating. I can therefore merely record what I have

been told by my father and grandfather, only in a few instances can I

give the actual or approximate dates from the few papers which I have

been able to secure.

About this time, that is, in or about 1818, my grandfather gave up the

house at Greenwich and lived in his town house 24 Bedford Square,

spending his vacations chiefly at Wrington. There was good shooting on
the Cowslip Lodge estate, which he much enjoyed, and my grandmother

had many friends in the neighbourhood, among whom was Mrs Hannah
More, who lived close by at Barley Wood, and was in her time a cele-

^ Editor’s Note. This house was pulled down in the spring of 1938.
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brated authoress, though probably now forgotten. My grandmother
was a highly educated woman with strong literary and artistic tastes,

and had much cultivated society round her in London. My grandfather

too was an extremely well-read man and when in a good temper could

be very charming. TTiere was great fascination in his talk even as an old

man, and my father has told me that as a younger man my grandfather

was highly popular in society. Some of the verses he has written in his

wife’s album, which I have still, are very graceful and witty.

He visited his mother Mrs Powell regularly every time he passed

through Bristol on his way to or from London, but he quarrelled so

much with her about the management ofthe property that there was not

much cordiality between them. Nor was he on much better terms with

his sister Mrs Burroughs who was a very religious woman, but whom he

always spoke of as ‘that canting Jezebel’. He was also much disliked by

his mother-in-law, old Mrs Carnarvon. He often used to take his wife

down to Greenwich on Sundays much to the old lady’s distress. On such

occasions he would frequently send down fish, game or venison the day

before so as to secure a good Sunday’s dinner, and usually made a great

fuss because it was not properly cooked. He was an enormous eater but

drank very litde, a rare thing in those days of hard drinking.

It was in these surroundings that my father’s youth was si>cnt. His

father he saw very little of; he was at his chambers all day at No. 2 Old

Square, Lincoln’s Inn, and did not come home till late, when he ate a

huge dinner, drank a little beer at dinner and a couple of glasses of

port afterwards. Then he retreated to his study where he shut himself

up with his papers till often long past midnight. His iron constitution

enabled him to rise early the next morning fresh and hearty and as bad-

tempered as ever. He was making, I am told, at this time about £5^000

a year and he had nearly £2^000 a year with his wife. So he must have

been a rich man for those times. He was a man of middle height, very

broad-shouldered and strongly built with a keen, sunburnt face, an

aquiline nose, piercing brown eyes, a lofty and broad forehead, and the

most snarling, ill-tempered expression I ever saw on any human counte-

nance. But when pleased or interested in anything his face lighted up,

the cruet lines vanished and he looked an extremely handsome, intellec-

tual man. My grandmother, judging from her portrait, was not particu-

larly handsome. She was a large, heavily-built woman with solid, square

features and big bags under her eyes. When I saw her she was old and

had had a paralytic stroke. She struck my childish imagination as a very

big, fierce old woman with a loud, harsh voice. But my father always

spoke of her as a mild, gentle, refined, delicate woman. He admittol,
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however» that she was extravagant, fond of display, and loving rich

dress and furniture.

In 1822 my father was sent to a school on Ridimond Green kept by

one Delafosse. I observed lately that Sir Richard F. Burton, the fimous

traveller, was at the same school, but at a later period. The school was

still standing in 1868, but now calls itselfa ‘Collegiate Institute’, which

is as Milton might have said, ‘old school writ large’. My Unde John went

there also a year or two later. The boys do not seem to have learnt much
at Delafosse’s, and in 1825 they were removed and sent to Winchester*

then under the Hcadmastership of Dr Williams, afterwards Warden of

New College, ofwhom my father always spoke with the greatest affec-

tion and reverence. He spent eight happy years there in spite offagging

and other barbarities, and loved the glorious old school, and was always

proud of being a Wykehamist.

The selection of Winchester was part of a general move into Hamp-
shire which my grandfather conceived and carried out about this time.

Old Mrs Carnarvon was fond ofspending the summer at Southampton,

then a quiet seaside town, and my grandfather occasionally took his wife

there to stay with her mother. He had left her there one summer—

I

think it was 1825 or 1826 but cannot be certain—^and had himself gone

on to Cowslip Lodge for some shooting. Captain Powell, his stepfather,

had a paralytic stroke a little while before this, and on partially recover-

ing desired to make his will. For this purpose he consulted my grand-

father. But the young Burroughses, William, John, Ben and Dick,

youths offrom fifteen to twenty, took it into their heads that my grand-

father was trying to induce both his mother and stepfather to make wills

leaving all their property to him. So they made a sudden irruption into

the room and summarily ejected my grandfather—^kicked him down-

stairs—as they themselves expressed it. Old Dr Burroughs, their father,

had been dead some years—he died in 1823—and the youths con-

sidered themselves bound to protect their mother’s interests. What
the real truth ofthe story was I never could ascertain, whether my grand-

father was merely giving honest advice, or whether he was really acting

so basely as the youths supposed. At any rate it is certain t^t they

turned him out of Hillfield House, and that he never saw it or them or

his mother or sister again.^ The whole lot of these people were so con-

stantly quarrelling with my grandfather about money matters that one

is not surprised at the most violent actions or extravagant stories about

them.

^ This is perhaps too sweeping. See note on p. 23 v^ch seems to show that he

did see some of them afterwards. He certainly, however, saw very little of them.
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My gnmdfatfaer retired to Cowslip Lodge, but a day or two later he
received a letter fix)m Bristol one morning which enraged h™ so much
that he ordered his gig, left his breakfast untouched, and started off in

his slippers. Drunken old James Parrett, his butler, rushed after him
with his boots, but had a long run before he could persuade his master

to stop and put them on. He purposed to go to meet his wife at South-

ampton and for this purpose drove through Warminster and Salisbury.

At the latter place he heard of a small estate for sale in the New Forest,

and though it was somewhat out of his road he drove round to look at it,

and was so pleased with it that he eventually bought it, and lived and
died there. It was called Bashley Lodge.

It is situated in the parish of Milton six miles west of the town of

Lymington and about the same distance east from Christchurch. The
house, or cottage, was a low two-storeyed building painted white with

pointed Gothic windows, a veranda and two gables each with a wooden
cross on it; the whole having a sham Cockney-Gothic look about it, only

pardy redeemed by a profusion of roses and myrtles growing all over the

front. There were some i8o acres of baddish land, ornamental grounds,

two long and beautiful avenues—each half a mile long, it was said, but

I never measured them—Pleading up to it, and a magnificent view across

the Solent, with the Isle of Wight and the Needles in the distance.

Inside, the rooms were low, small and inconveniently arranged, but my
grandmother furnished it in the most expensive style of those days

—

costly but tasteless. The books, however, and the collection of china

were valuable and beautiful.

On the 15th August 1832 my grandfather was appointed ‘King’s

Counsel’ and a Bencher of Lincoln’s Inn. In the same year he insisted,

in spite of the remonstrances of the Headmaster, on removing toy

father from Winchester though he was only seventeen, and sending him

to Oxford. He was entered at Lincoln College and proceeded at once to

waste his time considerably. He went in for hunting and for boxing,

which latter was one of the fashionable sports of the day. He appears

also to have been very particular about his dress, and to have had a long

bill at his tailor’s. Enormous quantities of kid gloves and gorgeous satin

neckties were also among the undergraduate vanities of those days, and

though a temperate man himself, it was considered necessary for him to

buy a tolerable quantity ofport and sherry, the only two wines that were

usually drunk then. In fact he led the life which the eldest son of a rich

man and the heir to a good fortune might be expeaed to lead. If he ran

up heavy bills, his mother, whose favourite he was, had no difficulty in

stq)plyiiig him with mon^ to pay them with, and I never heard of his
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being troubled with Oxford debts in later life. I think I should have

heard of them had there been any^ for my dear father was very fond of

talking to me about his own and his family’s affairs and past history.

Learning appears to have been at a very low ebb at Oxford in those

days—^in the smaller Colleges at any rate. Lincoln certainly was not

Oriel nor were the tutors like Arnold, Newman and their company. My
father appears to have taken no part in the intellectual life ofthe Univer-

sity though he was there at the time of the Tractarian Movement. In

later life it was Arnold, not Keble or Newman, that he followed. He
left Oxford in 1835 with a pass, declining to go up for honours. It is

wonderful that he even passed with such tutors as he had. I used to meet

one ofthem in after times, old Calcott, a greasy, wine-bibbing, unclerical

old parson with a red face and a small flaxen wig usually awry, whose

breath always smelt strongly of sherry. Though possessed ofan amazing

store of knowledge (so at least my father affirmed) he never could be

persuaded to make any use of it. It was said that at his so-called divinity

lectures, which consisted of hearing men construe the Greek Testa-

ment, he invariably asked three questions—^and no more. These were

the difference between 'genuine’ and 'authentic’, the three divisions of

the Holy Land (Judea, Samaria and Galilee), and the names of the

twelve Apostles.

On leaving Oxford my father wished to go into the Army. A Cavalry

regiment was his earnest desire. He was a splendid rider to the last day

of his life, and would probably have made a very good soldier. But Eng-

land was now in the middle of the long peace that followed Waterloo

and he would have seen no service till the Crimean War twenty years

later. My grandfather, for some inexplicable reason, insisted on his

going into the Church, a vocation for which he felt the strongest dislike.

It was not without a severe struggle that he yielded. As, however, he was

then only twenty, he was too yoimg to be ordained. So he spent his time

idling at Bashley; or at Greenwich with his grandmother, Mrs Carnarvon,

where he had, as will presently be shown, stronger attractions than his

venerable relative could afford.

Life at Bashley must undoubtedly have been somewhat dull for a

young man of his tastes, for though he had not worked hard at Oxford

he was gifted with a great love for learning, and read a great deal. He
had also got into the habit of associating with cultivated men, and was

passionately fond of long and profound arguments on difficult and

abstruse subjeas. My grandfather had retired fiom the Bar in 1835 dis«

gusted at not being xnade a Judge. His contemporaries always said he

would have had a Judgeship but for his xicmpet. He was a Commissioner
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in Bankruptq^ and held one or two other good appointments, but he
could never attain to his desired Judgeship. His disappointment together

with a very serious illness he had in that year led him to retire.^ Then he
set up for a country gentleman at Bashley. He was made a Justice of the
P^ce, Deputy Lieutenant of the County, Chairman of Sessions and
several other things. He became the terror of all poachers and evil-doers

for many miles round. He had a ‘Justice-room* at Bashley where he
tried cases and inflicted punishments. He domineered over his fellow

justices, was the abiding terror of the town clerk and all the local

attorneys, and soon became a notable character in that part of Hamp-
shire. He also took greatly to the sport of coursing, kept a number of

greyhounds of celebrated breeds and filled notebook on notebook with

records of their performances, recipes for dog-medicines and hints on

training. Also he took up the subject of scientific farming and believed

that he was going to make money out of the stiff clay soil of Bashley. He
spent large sums of money on this hobby but, as might have been ex-

peaed, without reaping any profit from it. He read also a great deal

—

reading of the most varied kind; after his death there was hardly a book

in his extensive library that had not its margins covered with pencil

notes in his small, clear hand. He also wrote and published a novel in

three volumes. It was called Madness the Rage. I read it once but have

forgotten what it was like.

My grandmother read poetry, played the piano, talked aesthetic and

sentimental talk with my father and such female friends as she could

induce to stay with her, made preserves and pickles, and wrote, as was

the fashion of those days, interminable letters to her friends, and kept

them until she could find a Member ofParliament to frank them for her.

My uncle John was a coarse, brutal youth, a regular Tony Lumpkin,

who loved to sit boozing in alehouses, and go shooting or ferreting with

all the idle boors in the countryside. His powers of eating and drinking

were enormous, he used to be called ‘the Bull and Mouth*. He was

understood to be keeping his terms, and he did go and eat some dinners

at Lincoln’s Inn and was eventually called to the Bar.

My father gradually got sick ofmy grandfather with his greyhounds

and guano, my grandmother*s sentimental talk and my uncle*s coarse-

ness, and spent more and more of his time at Greenwich. This led to an

important event.

Greenwich Hospital had not then been deserted by those for whose

benefit it was built. In its immense rooms lived hundreds of old sailors

^ I find that in thia iiln^a he was attraded by his cousin John Burroughs,

then practising as a doctor at Clifton. My father ufid me this.
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disabled ia the great war with Napoleon, each in his snug litde wooden

cabin built along die walls ofthe vast saloons. There was a large staffof

Naval Officers, all more or less wounded in service, to whom these posts

had been given as a sort of pension. Among these was a certain Lieu-

tenant Joseph Dewsnap, a big, burly, &ir-haired, red-&ced, hearty old

sailor who had seen much acdve service before his career was cut short

by a bullet in the shoulder at the batde of Cape St Vincent. This bullet

was never extracted, and continued to be a cause of pain and irritation

in bad weather. The pain required to be allayed by copious draughts of

rum and water and much trolling, or rather bellowing, of Dibdm’s

famous sea-songs. He was the son of a glover at Woodstock, who came

of a Huguenot family that took refuge in England at the time of the

revocation of the Edict of Nantes. The name is said to have been Ou
Chenappe or Senappe, corrupted into Dewsnap. When at St John’s,

Newfoundland, in the course ofhis service he had married* the dau^ter

ofa merchant named Little, whose wife was a French-Canadian named

Le Jeais. On settling at Greenwich Hospital he began to beget children,

and before long had burdened himself with six daughters and two sons.

They all grew up half-wild, racing about the stately corridors and play-

ing with the old pensioners. The eldest girl, Eliza, got some sort of

education and was expected to teach the others. Most of the girls were

very pretty, two indeed even beautiful, but the boys from an early age

devoted themselves to blackguardly conduct ofevery description.

A fine band used to play in the square of the Hospital once or twice

a week and all the elite of Greenwich society used to assemble there. On
tiiese occasions the Dewsnap girls were all dressed, and bdiaved them-

selves properly, and as they grew up attracted the attention ofthe young

men of the place. The eldest mgrried George Steuart, a retired sea-

ciq>tain and partner in a leading firm in Colombo, Ceylon. Two others,

Louisa the second and Virginia the fifth, also married &irly well. My
ffither fell in love with the fourth, Susannah Amelia. She was nearly

four years older than him, but the family spared no pains to catdi him,

and they were married on the 6th April 1836 at Camberwell Parish

Church.

The marriage was severely disapproved of by both his parents. His

mother, an intensely proud woman, in spite of, or perhaps becauseofher

love fm: him, was bitterly mortified, never spoke to or took any

notice of her daughter-in-law as long as she Uved. My grandfinher told

him with brutal frankness tiut as he had chosen to cut his own throat

by diis mdsalUance he would do nothing mme fat him, and tefiised to

' About the year 1804 or 1805.
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receive either him or his wife at Bashley. He made my father an allow-

ance of£ioo a year, which sum he never increased and not infrequently

stopped for a time whenever more than usually displeased with him.

My father, finding he had now no chance of having a commission in the

Army purchased for him—the usual way of getting into the Army in

those days—^resigned himself to his fate, and after spending a rather

long honeymoon in Jersey,^ left his wife with her parents at Greenwich
a* id went up to Oxford to take his M.A. degree preparatory to going into

the Church. Then he had a severe illness which lasted some time. What
1 did with himself all the winter of 1836-7 and the following spring 1

do not know. Bashley was closed to him, Mrs Carnarvon disappointed

\ d not very cordial, and the Dewsnap family not very pleased at the

ittitude of the Beames family, whom they to the last spoke of as

‘haughty’, ‘stuck-up’, ‘giving themselves airs’, and the like.

Under these untoward influences my father and mother felt naturally

unhjppy, and began a system of mutual reproaches and fault-finding

which lasted for the rest of their lives. They began to find out that they

were quite unsuited to each other and had not a single idea or feeling in

common. With his marriage my father’s happiness in this world came

to an end, and a life-long struggle with poverty and disappointments

began which closed only with his early death twenty-eight years later.

^ On this occasion he nearly had a duel with a Jersey gentleman named de

Carteret, who annoyed him by remaiking that the Jersey people had once con-

quered England—alluding of course to the fiCt that Jersey was once a part of

Normandy and as such belonged to Duke William—the Conqueror. My hither,

instead of laughing at this, called Carteret a 'ciapaud Fcan^’. Some sensible

friends inteefeted and pacified the hot-headed youths.
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CHAPTER II

Childhood, 1837-1844

I WAS bom at one o’clock in the morning of the twenty-^first of June

1837, at Lieutenant Dewsnap’s quarters in the Ro3ral Naval Hospital,

Greenwich. A few hours before my birth, the window of my mother’s

bedroom being open by reason of the intense heat, she heard the sound

of the tolling of the great bell of St Paul’s Cathedral which announced

the death of King William the Fourth. Her present Gracious Majesty

Queen Victoria, whom may God long preserve, ascended the throne

only a few hours before I came into the world. I am nearly sixty now
and she is reigning still!

I was baptized in the chapel of the Hospital. My grandfather, who
in spite of his displeasure still intervened whenever he thought fit in my

,
father’s affairs, expressed a wish that I should be christened Ayliife

Greene, after die old Bristol merchant from whom the Clifton property

was derived. No one could understand why he should have fixed upon

this name, and my father so strongly objected to it that it was given up,

and it was then setded that I should receive the old family name ofJohn.

Towards the close ofthe year my grandfather made an arrangement with

an old friend of his, the Revd David Williams, Rector of Bleadon and

Kingston Seamoor in Somerset, for his giving my father a ‘tide to

orders’. Accordingly early in 1838 we made a move into the old county.

My mother and I were left with old Mrs Powell at Hillfield House while

my father went on to arrange for lodgings. My ftither was not very fond

of his grandmother nor of the Burroughs family but my mother seems

to have got on very weU with them aU.

It was at this time and place that occurred the first incident that I can

remember, or to be more accurate, that made a permanent impression

on me though 1 did not know what it arose from till many years later.

I was one day when I was perhaps fifteen or sixteen, telling my mother

that I sometimes had a peculiar nightmare, in which I seemed to be

lying on my back pressing hard with both hands at some solid substance

a few inches above me which I was unable to move. It was as if I were

shut up in a box, the lid ofwhich I could not open. She was mudisthick

with this, the more so when I told her I had frequently had this night-

mare as far back as I could remember. She then told me that while
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we weie staying at Hillfield in 1838 she had put me to bed in a large old*

fashioned four-post bedstead and had propped me securely up, as she

thought, with pillows* She had then gone down to the drawing-room to

pass the evening. Suddenly they heard loud shrieks from upstairs. My
mother and the two Burroughs girls, Sarah and Mary, rushed up to the

bedroom and found the bed empty, but guided by my roaring they felt

under a large wardrobe dose by the bed and to their amazement found

me lying on my badt and pushing frantically against the bottom of the

huge wardrobe which was just a few inches above me. I must have

wriggled myself out of bed—^being always restless and given to tossing

about in my sleep—and somehow rolled under this big piece of furni-

ture. I continued to dream of this event for many years.

After a short absence my father returned and took us away to Cleve-

don, then a pretty little rural sea-side village. Kingston Seamoor was

only two miles away. We had lodgings in a damp, dreary, dismal farm-

house, the only rooms my father could secure for the low rent he was

able to afford. He got of course no salary while working for his title and

had only £100 a year to live on. The parish was low-lying and marshy,

the inhabitants scattered far and wide, an uncouth, brutal sort of people,

immoral, drunken, and thievish. Their broad local patois would have

been unintelligible to him, had he not spent so much of his youth at

Wrington close by. There was next to no society. The Rector was a

pluralist and absentee, and there were hardly any resident gentry. My
father used to spend much of his time walking long distances about the

parish, and reading the few books he could get. For books and genial

talk, encouragement and advice he was indebted to another curate like

himself, the Revd H. Thompson, a highly educated man who eked dUt

a scanty income by taking pupils and translating German books^. My
mother, who was in delicate health, lay on the sofa in the damp little

parlour terribly alarmed at the rats which coursed freely about the room.

After a time, however, my father succeeded in getting more comforuble

lodgings inAe village ofYatton close by, and there,on the 21st December

1838, was bom to them a second son. M^^ grandfather again intervened

to select a name for the child, and fixed upon Pearson Thomas. My
father pleaded hard for Thomas Pearson but the old man insisted on

having his own way this dme, so the name was given and the child

baptized by my father in Kingston Seamoor church. Bad food apd the

privations she had undergone had weakened my mother^s health and my
brother Pearson was a weak and sickly child for the first year or so.

In 1839 my father was ordained priest by Bishop Law of Bath and

Wells, and the rector then somewhat unwillingly aUowed him a salary
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of ]C75 * yoor, but it was not long before my fidier got made Curate of

Qevedon with a salary of£120 a year, llus, with the £100 a year from

his father, relieved him &om the extreme pressure of poverty. He took

a small but pretty cottage on the sea-shore. The sea-bathii^ did my
mother and the dhildren good, and my &ther who was always a strong

and skilful swimmer used to get his swim regularly every morning before

going to his work. There was more society here, and the great man ofthe

place. Sir Abraham Elton of Qevedon Court, was kind to them and

used to invite them to his house. The relations from Bristol used to

go to Weston-super-Mare every summer and it gave my mother much
pleasure to go and visit them, so that on the whole prospects brightened

considerably in 1839.

My parents, however, by their own account, continued to quarrel and

misunderstand each other. It has always been a wonder to me how two

such diametrically opposite people could ever have got married. Mentally

and bodily they were stron^y contrasted. He was a big red man, nearly

six feet high, broad-shouldered, la^e-limbed, very strong, and active.

He had flaming red hair, rather wild-looking light blue eyes, a lofty

white forehead and features that might have been handsome had he not

been terribly disfigured by smallpox. He talked incessantly, and was dis-

posed to be noisy and boisterous when in good spirits. He was fond of

exercise, a good boxer, cricketer, rider, walker and swimmer. At the

same time he was an omnivorous reader and had the most wonderful

memory. He was certainly, like all his family, very hot-tempered, though

easily pacified; very outspoken, straightforward and honourable. Though
attaching very little importance to outward ceremonies he was a sincerely

pious and earnest Christian. He always seemed to us to be the perfect

type ofthat ‘muscular Christianity’ ofwhich his friend Charles Kingsley

used to talk so much. ‘Although he did not want to go into the Church,

yet when once he found himself there he devoted himself to his work

as a clergyman with the utmost heartiness and fervour, so that one keen

observer,^ after saying of him that he was ‘a good cut-throat spoiled’,

added that he was the best parish priest he had ever known.

My mother was a very tiny woman, very beautiful both in face and

figure. Her hair was a deep, almost blue, bladt, her complexion rather

pale and sallow, her features fine and tegular. She was a thorough

Frenchwoman in appearance, petiu et propretie, as was only natural

seeing that she came of Frendi Huguenot race on her fiither’s side and

French- Canadian on her mother’s. She was very strict and correct, prim

and methodical, and in temper cold and hard, thou^ very religious and

* My wife’s fiither, Mr Geaiy.
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even puritanical. She had no taste for learning ofany sort, and spent her
time in endless work with her needle. My mother in fact is always in

my mind associated with needlework of some kind. How so exdtable,

noisy, passionate a man should have been attraaed by so quiet, un-
emotional a woman is one of those mysteries which are past all finding

out. The first serious misunderstanding between them arose, like so

many subsequent ones, from my mother’s intense and perhaps injudi-

ciously displayed attachment to her own family. When she went into

Somersetstoe, she kept up an active correspondence with her mother
and sisters. This was only natural, and in the present day would have

caused no trouble. But in 1839 there was no penny post; letters cost a

great deal to the recipient, because it was not the sender who paid the

postage as it is now, but the person addressed. It was no uncommon
thing for poor people to have letters addressed to them lying at the post-

office for weeks or even months because they could not afford to pay the

postage. When my mother got once a fortnight or oftener a heavy letter

from one of her sisters for which my father had to pay half-a-crown or

more, he naturally objected, and the more so as he knew that these

letters contained nothing but the idlest tittle-tattle and abuse ofhimself.

Tom’, as he was called, had grown to be a monster and bugbear to his

wife’s family. When my poor father, struggling as he was with extreme

poverty, threatened to refUse to pay for these frequent letters, my mother

and her family raised a great outcry and a very bitter quarrel ensued.

Fortunately for all parties my father determined early in 1840 to leave

Somerset and go to London. He obtained, I know not how, a curacy at

Stamford Hill Chapel near Qapton, a suburb in the north-east of

London. It was then almost in the country. Young as I was—only three

—I remember vaguely our journey to London. My mother and our

nurse Emma Cameron, with myself and my brother Pearson, were put

into the coach one evening in Bristol. Then followed a long hideous

night in a rocking, jolting machine, during which I and my brother were

constantly tumbling off the knees of the two women as they dozed and

rolling in damp musty straw at the bottom of the coach among the feet

of the passengers till our cries woke someone who picked us up again.

In the morning we arrived at the Saracen’s Head on Snow Hill in

London where my father and my Uncle John met us, and took us in a

hackney coach to Stamford Hill. We lived in a very small semi-detached

house in a terrace with the usual small square of garden in front and

longerstripbehind. Herewasbomon the x8th June 1840my third brother,

William Carnarvon. He was called after William Burroughs, my father’s

cousin, the eldest of that family who was then in London studying for
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the medical profession, and who attendedmy mother in her confinement

and refused payment, as my fiither was too poor to pay for a doctor. The
name Carnarvon was added in memory ofmy great-grandmother, old

Mrs Carnarvon, ofwhom my father was very fond, and who, I think,

died about this time. We did not stay long at StamfoM Hill. The vicar,

a Air Heathcote, was too High Churdi—too Puseyite as it was then

called—^for my father, who in 1841 got a curacy at Chelsea. The Rector,

the Revd Charles Kingsley, was a genial old man and his sons, Charles

the celebrated writer and Henry, were great friends ofmy fether’s. I can

remember sitting on a small chair pushed back into a comer of the

room whilemy father and Charles Kingsley put on the gloves and had a

sparring bout, much to my terror. Then they sent out for a pewter pot

of porter, and began a hot discussion (as I was told in later years) on

sodalism, the working man and similar topics. There was also William

le Breton, afterwards Dean of Jersey, a strikin^y handsome man, and

one or two others in whose society my father took much delight. Le
Breton fell in love with Annie Aianin, the very lovely daughter of the

lady in reduced circumstances in whose house on the King’s Parade we
lodged. There was no reason why he should not have asked her mother

and brother’s consent, and married her openly. But for some reason

they thought it more exciting and romantic to elope. So one morning

they got away quietly and were married at a church in the Qty. My
father, among other friends, went in search of them and, I know not

how, discovered them in a cottage in a village in Kent and induced them

to return home.

But le Breton thought it advisable after this escapade to leave Chelsea

and we saw no more ofhim for some years. We also moved to a house in

Marlboroi^ Square, a quiet litde nook now pulled down and built

over, in the fields and market-gardens which then lay between Chelsea

and Brompton, where I and my brothers used to enjoy rambling.

My mo^er had a serious illness in 1842 and a diild was bom pre-

maturely and never lived. Then she and my brothers went to Margate

to recover and I was 1^ with my father to undergo an operation.

Some time before this I had feUen downstairs and cut my left eyebrow

badly against the lock of an <q>en door. The wound heaM at the time

but there grew on the place a tumour whidi increased so that it hung

down over the eye. The doctors at last decided that it must be cut off.

I remember the whole afihir well though I was only five years old. One
fine summer’s daymy fiuher came home to lunch accompanied by three

grave and solemn gentlemen, and they all sat down and ate and drank.

Then our femify doctor arrived and took me upstairs into die Ing bed-
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room vdiete I was strapped down on a high narrow, deal table, while
FiHiumi Cameron stood by me half-crying but telling me somewhat in-

consistently that there was nothing to be afrad of. I was in mortal
terror when the three solemn gendemen came in and began to feel the

tumour and whisper to each other. Suddenly I was aware ofa sharp pain
and our own doctor bathing my eye with a sponge and warm water. I

was in bed after this for a long time with my eye bandaged up. The
learned gendemen carried my tumour away with them and, I believe,

have it preserved in spirits somewhere sdll, for I was told it was an
altogether remarkable and unusual tumour, and had excited much
interest in the medical profession. Perhaps if I had been older I should

have been proud of it.

When my mother returned I was well, but she seemed to repent

having left me and was more loving and tender to me than I remember
her to have been either before or since. I believe she had been sent away
from home in ignorance ofwhat was going to happen, as her health was

too weak ftom her recent illness to stand the shock of the operation. I

was much petted about this time and became a conceited litde prig.

Fortunately much—I hope, all—of this was thrashed out ofme when I

went to sdiool. But I was nude to learn all sorts of things, and soon

learnt to read with ease, and used to spend hburs lying on the floor

poring over a book, halfofwhich was not intelligible to me. My mother’s

assertion that I could read when f was three years old seems incredible,

but she was a severely, not to say offensively, truthful person, and would

not have said it if it had not been true. I remember beginning to learn

Latin at Chelsea, and reading the Bible every day to my mother. We
used to walk together in CheyneWalk and on Battersea Bridge, a quaint,

clumsy old snucture on huge wooden piles, and discuss scripture.

Chelsea was, however, a damp, unhealthy place and we were always ail-

ing there, so my father at last, somewhat rductantly, decided on leaving

it. Among his numerous ftiends at Chelsea was Jasper Blunt, who held

a higb position in the Colonial Office. His brother, the Revd Henry

Blunt, had been for many years incumbent of Trinity Church, Sloane

Street; utd a very popular preacher of the then prevalent Evangelical

Sdiool, but was at this time Rector of Streatham. Jasper Blunt also

removed fiom Chelsea to Streatham and hearing that my father wished

for a change induced his brother to offer him a curaqr.

So to Streatham we went about the beginning of 1843. Our stty at

tiiis place was always looked back to by us all as the haziest period of

our boyhood, by my fitther as a bright brirf oasis in a life of cate

anddisappcuntment. Young as I was I remember the place well, probably
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my memory has been assisted by my frequent visits and long stay

there afterwards. When I saw it last year, 1895, it was $0 changed that

I had difficulty in finding my way about. It was a quiet country village

in 1842; now it is a busy suburban town. The hi^ road to Brighton,

after passing through the long rows of cockney villas called Brixton,

came out at the fifth milestone from the Exchange, London, into opi:n

fields with luxuriant hedges interspersed with a few scattered parks and

houses of rich city merchants. An occasional shop of a small and old-

fashioned kind, an inn or two with swinging sign and horsetrough in

front were dropped down at intervals. Passing these the road skirted a

small three-cornered green with a few more, rather smarter, shops; an

inn and a dear old-fashioned smithy, a lock-up with its door thickly

studded with nails and the parish stocks and pump in front. On the

western side stood the church in a large graveyard and beyond ^t the

comfortable Rectory with its shady garden. Two roads branched off

here, one leading to Tooting, the other to Mitcham. At the junction of

these roads were three or four roomy old houses, one ofwhich my father

took.^ The high road after leaving the Green passed on between fields

again, with here and there a handsome house standing in extensive, well-

kept grounds, till it reached Streatham O)mmon, a large open space

which then, as now, sloped up the hill to Norwood. On the south side

was a row of large houses and at the top several very fine and stately

ones. Beyond these were bowery lanes where the hedges were white

with May in the spring, and where we found rich store of horse-

chestnuts in autumn, and from the top of the Common a glorious view

over a wide expanse of undulating country from London on the north

to Wimbledon on the west, and Croydon on the south.

My father’s salary here was higher than before, and being unable to

find furnished lodgings suitable for permanent residence he determined

to furnish a house for himself. I did not learn till many years later how
he did it. It seems that old Carnarvon, disliking and distrusting my
grandfather, had in his will left his property {£36^000 in East India

Stock with house-property at Greenwich) to his daughter, so tied up

that my grandfather should have no control over it. He left the interest

of the money and the rents of the houses to my grandmother for life,

and to my grandfather for his life ifhe should survive her. On the death

of the survivor it was to be divided equally between the children, and as

there were only two, my father and uncle, each of them had a rever-

sionary interest in 18,000. My grandfather allowed each of his sons

^ It has since been pulled down and there is now a Roman Catholic church
and priest’s house on the site of it (1896).
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£100 a year, neither more nor less, however great their need might be;

and whenever—as often happened—he was displeased with them he
would stop their allowances, a step which often, occurring as it had a
habit of doing at the most inopportune moments, threw my father into

the most serious difficulties. It is not possible, and it would not be
becoming if it were, for me to sit in judgement on my father and grand-
father. All I can say is that there was perpetual strife and wrangling

between them, and that I was brought up to regard my grandfather as

an iniquitous, hard-hearted old tyrant who, though rolling in money
himself, denied his sons the bare necessaries of existence. He was always

associated in my mind with old Ralph Nickleby, and it is certainly singu-

lar that the piaures of Ralph in the original illustrations to Dickens’s

novel are st^ngly like my grandfather. But there may perhaps have

been faults on my father’s side. It is not for me to judge. Anyhow, my
father was driven as his family increased, and his expenses with it, to

anticipate his reversionary property by raising money on the security of

the ^18,000 that would come to him at his father’s death. The old man
ere long found out what my father was doing and bitterly resented it.

He took his revenge, as will be seen hereafter, by his will.

It was, I suspect, by thus raising money that my father was enabled to

furnish our pretty home at Streatham, and charming it was. The
Rector, Mr Blunt, was d3ring of consumption and unable to do any

work, so all the parochial work fell upon my father and his fellow-

curate, and gloriously busy, noisy, active and happy he was over it. The

society at Streatham consisted almost entirely ofwealthy city merchants,

who although disposed at times to be a little patronizing, were as a body

genial, liberal and sociable. Many ofthese kind-hearted people remained

our friends for the rest of their lives. The ladies liked to have us three

boys to play with their children, and many a happy day we spent in

their splendid houses—^palaces rich with all delights they seemed to our

childish minds. I loved the exquisitely kept gardens with their con-

servatories and greenhouses, their sweeps of velvet lawn and shady

cypresses and limes, with the rocking-horses indoors and the swings

hanging from a branch outside. The names of these kind people virill

convey no associations to anyone but myself, yet it is pleasant to recall

them. There was sturdy old Coster, a silk-mcrchant—a genial, broad-

built old Dutchman—and his two pretty daughters Julia and Enmia.

Julia was my second love though some fifteen years at least older than

me. My first love—^first in point of time and by far the first in strength

of attachment—^was Juliana Arroyave, daughter of a Spanish merchant

married to an Englishwoman. I loved Juliana with the most ardent,
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devoted affection. I was six and she was nine. Never was there sudi a

heroine, so lovely, dever and brave. She rode a pony, a fiery steed of

the most dangerous character; she could climb trees, and run along the

top of the garden wall and do all sorts of Amazonian feats, and she

alwa3rs had apples or sweets in her pocket which she shared widi me, and

never would give any to Pearson or Willie, which was so sweet of her!

Poor Juliana! She married very young a brute who ill-treated her, and

she died before she was twenty. ‘Whom the gods love die young.’ Then
there were the Cowies, whom I met afterwards in Calcutta; a great tribe

ofyoung Blunts, the sons of the rector and those of his brother Jasper;

the Hutchinses of whom more anon; Dicky Drew, son of old Beriah

Drew the great landowner of the parish, to whose refusal to allow any

building on his land was due the fact that Streatham preserved its rund

charaaer so long. I cannot name them all, they were all kind, dear

people and they lived in a lovely place. Streatham was a paradise, an

ear^y paradise, inhabited by rich dty angels.

Beyond the Rectory was Tooting Common. It is there still, but alas

!

quanttm mutatus—^then it was a rough, wild, woodland place, and on

one side of it amidst tall thick trees, a rookery of elms in fix>nt, a lake

on the right, shady walks on the left, stood a long low white house with

a columned portico in front—Streatham House where the Thrales once

lived and where the great Dr Johnson so often visited. We knew the

people there and often went to spend the day with the children. In the

depth of the wood on a mound was a small round summer house where

we were always solemnly told Dr Johnson wrote his dictionary; even

then I used to wonder how he managed it in so small a place. But out

on the Common beside the beck imder the great elm trees we spent

many a happy morning with our faithful old nurse Emma Cameron,

weaving baskets of rushes, collecting acorns and chestnuts, hunting for

blackberries and hips and haws, and torturing beetles and all such small

deer as we could catch. In another ditertion was Mitcham with its

perfumed fields of lavender and roses. In another was breezy Streatham

Common down which we ran races and Juliana fearlessly galloped her

pony, beautiful, reckless darling that she was. At the top ofthe Common
was a delightfid up-and-down lane leading to a house of the Duke of

Portland’s, where we had small children’s picnics under the trees. Then
and for many years afterwards I used to imagine the scene of all the

poems, plays and novels that I read as being in and about our favourite

haunts at Streatham. In Portland Lane lived Rosalind and Orlando, the

duke \vith his following and Touchstone and Audr^. Melandioly

Jacques sat by the side of a little brook that trickles down towards
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Croydon. Schiller’s Robbers lived there, and the Canterbury pilgrims

and Coleridge’s Christabel. I»do not mean to say that I had xead all

those books at the age of six, but that when I did read them only a very
few years later my fancy pictured them as living in these scenes. Oddly
enough different sets ofpeople would live each in their own place. Thus
Falstaffand Prince Hal and their crew always lived on Tooting Common.
I could not imagine them anywhere else; they did not go with Streatham

Common at all.

Most ofthe scenes in English history occurred in the Temple Gardens
probably because I did not read history till I went to live in the City.

But Ma^ Queen of Scots was always beheaded just in front of the Pied

BuU at the foot of Streatham Common.
I read all sorts ofbooks even at that early age. No one took the trouble

to select books for me. My father always boxed my ears if he caught me
reading his books, and my mother always took them away for fear there

should be something improper in them. Her own reading was as far as

I could see confined to tht Bible and a big volume of sermons. Emma
Cameron had somehow become possessed of the Mutiny on the Bounty

^

a book which I used to delight in and pored over by the hour till one

day my mother took it up and seeing the word ‘d—d’ in it scoldedEmma
for letting me read it. It then disappeared and I never saw it again.

Being thus impeded in my reading, I naturally met force by fraud, and

used to carry off books on the sly and hide them in a garret where I

read them by stealth at odd moments. I shall never forget the awful

blood-curdling paroxysm of fear I experienced on reading Hood’s

Haunted House. I was all alone in our house late one summer evening

just as it was getting dark when I read it, and I was so frightened that I

remained cowering against the wall behind the staircase till Emma and

my brothers returned from a walk, when I was taken up and put to bed

speechless.

About this time there arrived one day a ragged, dirty sea-faring man

who turned out to be Joseph Dewsnap, the elder of my mother’s two

brothers. He had gone to sea in a merchant vessel some years before this

and had been lost sight of. After a long absence he turned up with a

long story, wluch no one quite believed, of having been shipwrecked

somewhere in the Pacific and having lived a long time among savages.

He was accommodated with a garret at the top of the house whither I

used to accompany him ofan evening and sit with him as he smoked his

pipe told met wonderful yams about the sea and shipwrecks, pirates

and savages which much delighted me. He left us suddenly and I subse-

quendy learnt that he had been cau^t by my father misconducting
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himself with one of the maidservants. He was a singularly debased

blackguard, as was also his brother Charles.

Then my father’s fellow-curate, Cubitt, a ‘muscular Christian’ like

himself, suddenly went mad. One Simday morning, as my father was

reading prayers in the church, Cubitt made his appearance in full

canonicals, marched up the aisle and tried to force his way into the

reading desk. My father had the presence of mind to go on reading

calmly while the sexton vainly tried to itmove the intruder. Aided by a

strong young man from the congregation he succeeded in forcing the

unhappy man a few paces towards the door, but could not get him

further as he clung to the end of a pew. Thereupon old Coster left his

seat and advancing to the spot turned round and, applying his broad

back to the struggling Cubitt, slowly and steadily butted him all down
the aisle and out at the door into the churchyard where several men
seized him and carried him off. Then the ponderous old Dutchman
stolidly returned to his pew, and went on with the responses as if

nothing had happened. My father was warmly thanked and applauded

for his calmness on this trying occasion. The incident added greatly to

my father’s already great popularity in the parish.

My grandmother had a paralytic stroke this year and though she

lived some years longer one side of her body remained paralysed and

she used to stump about on a stick. My grandfather invited my father to

Bashley, where he had not been since his marriage, and began to display

an amount of affection for him which was somewhat surprising. The old

man also paid us a return visit at Streatham and was much pleased with

the place and gratified at the evidences of my father’s popularity there.

There used also to come on Sunday afternoons a tall stout man in a

rough coat, accompanied by a number of dogs, who would sit and argue

with my father by the hour together on religious subjects. He was a

strong ultra-Calvinist and enjoyed the comforting conviction that he

himself was ‘elea’ and sure of salvation no matter what he did, whilst

most other people were equally sure of damnation. My father, though

at that time somewhat Evangelical, was never extremely Calvinistic,

inclining like his friend Charles Kingsley to that moderate party after-

wards called ‘Broad Church’. He and Mr Geary, as .this big man was

called, used to argue themselves into a white heat on ‘Justification by

Faith’, ‘Election’ and similar topics without any definite result. Mr
Geary had been an old acquaintance of my father’s in the Greenwich

days, and I shall have occasion to mention him again later on.

These happy Streatham days came to an end all too soon. Mr Blunt

died in the autumn of 1843, and a deep gloom fell upon the parish, for
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he was sincerely loved by all who knew him. His earnest unassuming
holiness, meekness and kindness were joined to a playful, genial spirit

which never left him even in his worst sufferings. I saw him once or
twice sitting before a bla2dng fire in the heat of summer, wasted and
powerless, yet smiling and making little cheerful remarks, quoting scraps

of his favourite authors as if the end were far off, though he well knew
he had not many weeks to live. His manner made a profound impression

on me young as I was.

The living of Streatham was worth, I believe, £1,200 a year, with a

charming house, light work and agreeable society. The patron was the

Duke of Bedford, by whom the presentation was put up for sale.

Whether owing to his increased affection for my father, or moved thereto

by my grandmother who wished to see her favourite son provided for

before her death, my grandfather offered to buy the living for my father.

It was a tempting offer—the place, the work, the position were exactly

what he would have liked. But in the estimation of all honourable men
the transaction would, it seems, have constituted the mysterious ecclesi-

astical crime of Simony, so my father felt it his duty to decline the offer.

Great was his inward struggle and there were not wanting people, good

and religious as well as indifferent and careless, who told him he was

ridiculously sensitive. But he was undoubtedly right and true as ever to

the noble principles of his life. He gave it up, and sadly but firmly set

his face to the world again. The new Reaor, Mr Nicholl,^ was one of

the then increasing school of Tuseyites’, and my father could not stay

with him. The pretty house had to be given up, and the kind friends

left. There was great grief at his going, the parishioners subscribed and

presented him with a massive silver salver and a purse of £60 to buy

books with. The sixty pounds were duly spent in books and the silver

salver was sent to Bashley to be kept with my grandfather’s rich collec-

tionof plate. My mother always declared that my father acquired from

that date a taste for book-buying that led him into unjustifiable expense.

For years afterwards he would refer to this gift of sixty pounds as an

excuse for any extravagance in book-buying he might commit.

Several months went by beforewe left, and on the 23rdNovember 1843

was born my fourth broker, who was christened Henry Blunt after the

lately deceased Rector, whose widow Mrs Blunt was his godmother. As

soon as she was able to be moved, my mother went to the Isle of Wight

to stay with some kind Streatham friends named Philips who had a villa

» Mr Niriioli is adll Rector of Streatham as I write this in 1S99, fifty-six

years later! He is now described as a 'moderate High Churchman*; in 1843 he

was thought very advanced.
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at Shanklin; and from there she went on to Bashley. It was the first time

she had been invited there since her marriage. Meanwhile my father was

searching for a new curacy. He got one at St Bride’s> Fleet Street^ under

the Revd Thomas Dale, Canon of St Paul’s, a short, fat, pompous,

irascible gentleman, a great contrast to his late Rector. Early in 1844 we
moved into London to a dull, smoke-begrimed house. No. 21 Bartlett’s

Buildings, a bottle-shaped court entered by a passage on the south side

ofHolbom near St Andrew’s Church. It was a quiet, brown, ugly place;

an atmosphere of smoke, fog and stuffiness brooded over it. To us boys

.

coming from the green lanes and breezy commons of our beloved

Streatham, it was like a strange prison in which we were confined for we
knew not what offence. We were all three very unhappy; moping, lonely

and neglected. Instead of the green fields we now had endless rows of

brick houses around us. Our walks were in Holborn, in Newgate and

Farringdon markets, and it was a bright day for us when a friend ofmy
father’s gave us permission to walk in the Temple Gardens. We used to

go there every day, and the quiet garden with its formal walks and

bright flowers, the busy river full of boats and steamers, were a great

relief from the crowded streets and hurrying masses of human beings.

I began to people it with scenes from the books I read. It was chiefly

Henry VIII and Cardinal Wolsey, Sir Thomas More, Shakespeare and

Ben Jonson, Sir Walter Raleigh and good Queen Bess who lived there.

My father had a severe attack ofcholera tUs year and on his recovery

he and my mother went to the Isle of Wight for a long visit. They took

the baby with them, but I, Pearson and Willie were left alone in the

atdc of Bartlett’s Buildings. Emma Cameron had married and gone

away, and the servant who had charge of us preferred to sit with her

fellow-servant in the kitchen and seldom came near us except to bring

us our food. It is a wonder we did not bum the house down or do some

other mischief. The window of our room was in the roof and we could

not get up to it to look out, while those of the back rooms looked out

upon grimy courtyards and the backs of the houses in Fetter Lane,

from which hung clothes to dry and where we could see the ragged

children of the pauper population of that slum, who made faces at us

and shouted oaths and other bad language. So we did not care to look

that way. In the evening they often forgot to bring us a light, and we sat

huddled together in a comer of the nursery which we pretended was a

castle or a palace full of all sorts ofdelights and mysteries, and told each

other long and wonderful stories about knights, magicians, fairies and

other strange things. Then we all somehow caught smal^x, and this

brought our parents back, I and Pears(m had it very lightly and 1 have
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only one or two pock-marks. As soon as I was well I was taken to Bashley
by my father. We went by the new railway from the Nine Elms station

at Vauxhall then the terminus of the South Western Railway. The hnc
ended at Southampton, where Rowland, my grandfather’s coachman,
met us with ‘Clarence’ as it was called, a large, closed carriage with a

pair of horses. We drove through the New Forest and I was dcUghttd

with the grand old trees and the flying herds of deer. We did not stay

long and I do not remember much ofthe visit. An arrangement wa<^ now
made by which my grandfather took my brother Pearson to live with

him and we saw no more of him for many years. He had offered, 1

believe, to take me, but this was refused as I was to be sent to school.

My Uncle John came into our life again at this time. He had been

called to the Bar at Lincoln’s Inn, and with the still great prestige ofmy
grandfather’s name and his wide connexion among solicitors might

have done well. But his dissipated and irregular habits prevented him
from getting on. He left Lincoln’s Inn and took chambers in a grimy

little place called Staples Inn leading out of Holborn where, in the

filthiest rooms I ever saw, he had gathered round him ‘seven other devils

worse than himself’. Through his cousin William Burroughs, a clever,

idle, fast man about town, a doctor without any patients, he had man-

aged to get some young medical students whom he was supposed to be

coaching in Ladn and Greek, which subjects were then required for the

medical degree. But there was more drinking and gambling than any-

thing else in my uncle’s chambers. His principal associates were, besides

William Burroughs, a dirty, villainous, low-looking medical student

named Hurd, and a Mr Affrcd Bceston, the husband of my mother’s

sister Virginia, or Virge as they called her. Becston, or Uncle Alfred as I

was taught to call him, was a curious character. His father, a man of

respectable family, had, I believe, been an attach^ in some Embassy, or

something of the kind—^vagueness as to their antecedents was a chief

characteristic of all the Beestons—^and when I knew him was living here

and there, no one knew how, with two daughters Amelia and Anne. They

were all highly accomplished, clever, witty, well-dressed people with

charming manners, but absolutely devoid ofhonesty or principle. They

were a sore trouble to my father because, wherever he might setde, as

sure as fate the Beestons would turn up. They would give my father’s

name as a reference, and thus get credit, and furnish a house and run up

bills with the local tradesmen. After a time when their creditors became

troublesome they would suddenly disappear, paying no one. One never

knew where they were for some time, and then they would be heard of

in some very fiu-off part of England. I remember Alfred Beeston living
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at Exeter, then at Derby, and subsequently at Hastings. He also lived

at one time near Primrose Hill. He was always well dressed and had

many titled and highly placed friends.

He had served in his early manhood in the force of volunteers under

Sir de Lacy Evans, which went to Portugal in support of the young

Queen Maria against the pretender Don Miguel, and had been all

through the campaign After that he had been engaged in some mysteri-

ous way on railways but it was, I believe, principally from gambling and

betting on the turf that he derived what little income he had. As he

never paid his tradesmen, he had always plenty of pocket money, and

though his wife and children wcic often nearly starving, and went about

with shabby clothes, he never suffered; he took good care of himself.

My father tried hard but in vain to separate his brother from this

disreputable society. It however broke up before long owing to some

disgraceful scandal arising from gambling transactions. My uncle left

Staples Inn and went home to Bashley for a time. From there he went

to stay with some friends at Salisbury, and there an event happened

which, but for my grandfather, might have reformed him and secured

for him a successful career. He fell in love with a charming girl, a Miss

Burgess, daughter of a country gentleman near Salisbury. He proposed

to her, and was accepted. Her father gave his consent, but in the fashion

of the old school of fathers insisted on settlements being made. He
engaged to give liis daughter a certain sum—I forget how much—^pro-

vided my grandfather would give as much. My grandfather, though the

amount was not more than he could easily afford, absolutely refused to

give it. He said that he allowed each of his sons ^ which he

considered was quite enough for them. He declined with much harsh

language to give a penny more. The lovers were inconsolable. They
used to meet secretly to consider what to do, and to make all sorts of

wild plans, but old Burgess found them out, and at once sent his

daughter abroad and refused to hold any further communications With

my uncle or his family. My uncle was heart-broken. He went away no

one knew where, and ^d not turn up again for some years. When he did

reappear he was much altered for the worse, as I shall relate in the proper

place. Alfred Beeston got an appointment in Ceylon, which, however, he

only held till the gambling affair had blown over. Six months later he

was in England again. William Burroughs went to Italy where he lived

for a good many years. Hurd also vanished.

I was now promoted to male costume. Hitherto I had worn the usual

child’s costume of those days: a frock like a gtrl’s and white calico

drawers. But now I had a doth jacket and waistcoat, very short trousers
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buttoning over the waistcoat, a stiff round cap of white horsehair with

a long tassel and leather j>eak, and Bliicher boots. In this costume I went
to see the Queen and Prince Albert going in state to open the Royal

Exchange. I could not see the Queen’s face as it was hidden by a huge
poke bonnet of white straw with a great plume of ostrich feathers. But
the great gilt coach with the six cream-coloured horses made a great

impression on me. After the procession had passed we went to see the

Temple C3iurch where I was much struck by the tombs ofthe Templars.

That night I had a terrible dream in which I saw hosts of Templars

marching along, trampling on lions and singing in a loud and awful

voice: 'Thou shalt go upon the lion and the adder, the young lion and the

dragon thou shalt tread under foot.’ I awoke screaming and they had

much ado to calm me. Truly in after life I have trampled on Lions and

adders many, and I have often thought of that dream.

41



CHAPTER III

Merchant Taylors*, 1847-1855

In January 1845 I was sent to sdtool at dear old Streatliam, and very

pleued I was to get bade there. Streatham Academy as it was called was

kept byMr Lewis Edwardes, a short, stout, kindly old Welshman. I was

a great favoutite with him and his wife, a fiit, con^ortable, motherly old

soul. The school still flourishes. It is at the bottom of Streatham

Common, a long, low white house, roomy and commodious. I visited it

last year and foimd it almost unchanged. The boys were a strange

mixture; the majority were sons of London tradesmen who were

receiving ‘a sound commercial education’. They stayed at the school till

they were sixteen or seventeen, when they went, I suppose, behind their

fathers’ counters. A most offensive set of young cads they were. But

there was a small number ofgentlemen’s sons who were being prepared

for a public school. We gave ourselves airs—I did not know in those

days dut I was only four generations offfrom the victualler of St Maty
Overfs Churchyard; nor I think did my fiither, though he knew all

about the Norman Barons and Bishop de Belmeys. We gentlemen’s sons

learnt Latin which was a proud distinction, while the tradesmen’s sons

spent their time at arithmetic and book-keeping. I was encouraged in

learning Latin, and my neglect of arithmetic was winked at. I have in

consequence suffered all my life from want ofknowledge of calculation

and how to keep accounts.

Our life at Streatham was simple and healthy. A hideous clanging bell

woke us at seven; after dressing and washing hands and ftces we went

into the large schoolroom, a gaunt, whitewashed room with rows ofdesks
and bendies where prayers were read, followed by lessons till nine. At
nine servants came in with large trays of bread-and-butter and mugs of

milk and water—‘Skyblue and Scrape’—as it was called. After a copious

meal we started for a walk, two abreast, up one side of the Common. At
the top we broke ranks and played about for a while and were then

formed into line again and mardied down die odier side ofthe Common.
Morning schod lasted from half past ten to one when we filed into the

long dining-room and had a pl»tiful meal of meat, v^etables and
pudding widi one glass ofsmall beer eadi. Food was always abundant at

Edwardes’. We fheu played in a large gravelled idayground till halfpast

two, when afternoon sdtool b^an and lasted till five—play again till six
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—flod at six the milk and bread-and-butter again appeared. After

wc sat about dll nine amiining ouiselves, and in the sununer we mosdy
q)ent the evenings playing cricket, rounders and other games on the

Common, or walked down Greyhound Lane u^iere we turned loose to

play in the fields. At nine there were prayers and we were then counted

and mardied off to bed. I was at first a little home-side and bong the

smallest boy in the school I was a good deal bullied. I was a fiit, round,

chubby boy and probably tempting to kide, but I soon learnt how to

defend myselfand got over my home-sickness. As to learning, I got on
in Latin as far as Caesar and Ovid; I learned French grammar and a

little history, and I devoured greedily all the books in a very well

selected school library. The kind Streatham people, remembering my
father, used to invite me to their houses on half-holidays. Juliana

Arroyave was gone, but Julia Coster took her place, and became my
goddess. She was, I suppose, at least sixteen or more, a tall, rather

plump, rosy, smiling, benevolent divinity, who petted me and played and

read with me. We had many a happy afternoon together and when I

went back to school at ni^t old Cmter always gave me half-a-crown.

Also there was a funny little shrivelled-up old dentist named Hutchins

who lived in Hanover Square, but had a country house at Streatham

where he and his numerous fiunily spent the summer months. Two of

his sons, Arthur and Philip, were at Edwardes* with me. Phil subse-

quently bloomed out into a great personage—Sir Philip Perdval

Hutchins, K.C.I.E., Member ofthe Viceroy’s Council—and a stuck-up

prig. Several ofthe young Blunts were at the same school; one is now a

Bishop.* Altogether I was very happy at Edwardes’.

In 1846 my father, not being able to endure Canon Dale any longer,

left St Bride’s and got a curacy at St Pancras in the north of London.

We moved to 34 Burton Street, Burton Crescent, a small, mean cul-de-

sac of a [dace, but decent and respectable and far less gloomy and dirty

than Bartlett’s Buildings. At the beginning of 1847 I was taken away

from Edwardes’ and sent to Merchant Taylors’. My father would ftin

have sent me to his own beloved Winchester, but he could not afford it,

and my grandfather would not help him. Edwardes’ son, Stephen, had

been at Merchant Taylors’ and had got a postmastership thence at

Merton College, Oxford vdiere he then was. Edwardes was so well satis-

fied with his son’s success at Merchant Taylors’ that he stron^y advised

my fitther to send me there. Arthur and Philip Hutchins, Fred^ck and

Ardiur Blunt, also were sent diere, so I had some fiiends in the new
school.

* BMiop of Hull and AzdidcMoa ef Scatbocou^
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My grandmother died in the spring of 1846 aged 68, and my &ther

was dreadfully distressed at her loss. In this year or the next my grand-

ftther came to stay with us in London, being made Treasurer of

Lincoln’s Inn. In this capacity he was for that year Head cf the Society,

and it feU to his lot to receive Her Majesty the Queen at a great banquet

given to celebrate the opening ofthe new Hall. It was officially notified

that her Majesty would confer a Baronetcy on the Treasurer on that

occasion, but much to my father’s mortification my grandfather

aimounced that he did not mean to be present. He had been told that

the fees for being made a baronet amounted to over £300 and though he

could afford it, he made up his mind not to incur the expense. So in spite

of my father’s entreaties he stayed away, and the next senior Bencher

received Her Majesty and got die tide.

Merchant Taylors’ School, which I entered in the third form in

January 1847, was situated in Sufiblk Lane, a narrow street on a steep

incline upwards from Thames Street. The school occupied nearly the

whole of the eastern side of this steep lane; opposite it were two board-

ing-houses where many of the boys boarded. The Headmaster’s house

joined on the school at the lower end. The school was a long, double-

storeyed building of red brick, dating fixim 1670, having been rebuilt

after the great fire of London. It had eight tall, round-beaded windows

with pilasters between and was entered by an enormous massive door-

way with the arms ofthe Merchant Taylors’ Company over it. The lower

storey contained a dark hall, or ‘cloisters’ as they were called, supported

as to the roof by massive pillars, some classrooms, and a long narrow

courtyard boimded by the school building on three sides, and on the

fourth by a very lofty, perfectly plain wall, forming the back of the

adjacent buildings. Only a narrow strip of murky sky could be seen

from this dismal vault-like space. On the upper floor approached by a

wide staircase was the principal schoolroom, a very long, lofty room
lighted by eight tall windows on either side, with long rows of forms

risipg in three tiers on each side. A wainscote painted white ran all

round the hall to a height of about eight feet, and above it the walls

were bareand whitewashed, save on one side where on slabs between the

windows were painted the names of all the monitors year by year from

1800. Hie upper end was occupied by a dais, in the middle of which

placed lengthways ofthe hall was a massive ancient table, its surface cut

afi over with names of former boys, and at its head a desk and massive,

handsomely-carved diair of Spanish diestnut, with the arms of ftie

Con^any carved on ftie badi. Tins was die Headmaster’s throne, and

at intervds down the ball were similar dhairs for the under-masters. In
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the southeast comer of the dais was a door leading into a classroom

where the Head and Sixth forms retired for lessons apart from the vulgar

gaze. Beyond this was the ^Chapel*, so-called because ofa tradition that

on this spot had stood the Chapel of the Duke of Buckingham’s house,

which was bought by the Company as a house for their newly-established

school. It was used as the Headmaster’s private room, was lined with

bookcases over which were full-length portraits of Sir John White, the

Founder, and other eminent persons who had been taught at the school.

This room communicated with the Headmaster’s house.

The school generally contained about 250 to 300 boys distributed into

ten forms. Every half-year there was an examination, and a great speech

day at which the Master and Wardens ofthe Company attended in their

robes, with a large company of visitors and former students. Speeches

were made, scenes of plays acted, and the prizes distributed with much
applause and ceremony. The nth June, St Barnabas day, was the great

(by. The Headmaster, Dr James Augusms Hessey, of St John’s College,

CMord, was a short, fat, fussy man, extremely kind, industrious and

earnest. The other masters were not particularly remarkable except for

the long canes with which they beat us unmercifully for the sli^test

fault. I have gone home at night with my shirt sticking to my back with

blood which had congealed on it from^benders’. The ‘bender’ was a form

ofcaning peculiar, I believe, to this school. The master seized a boy by

the foreloA—boys wore their hair much longer then than they do now

—

and pulling him down lashed him hard on the back. Old Deane, the

second master, a tall, wiry man who had been a cavalry officer, was par-

ticularly expert at the ‘bender’. Our French master, M. Delille, a fat,

genial, lively man, more like an Englishman than a Frenchman in face

and figure, was our favourite master and taught us admirably, but

French was held in small esteem in those days.

A day’s routine of work at Merchant Taylors* was on this wise.

Punctually at nine the Doctor made his appearance, struck his desk with

his cane and said in a stentorian voice, ‘Preces’. Immediately the lowest

boy in the Sixth Form rushed to the great door at the lower end of the

hall and shut it. It had no lock and was kept closed by the boy passing

his arm through the large iron staples. His strength was severely tested

by the boys who came late pulling at the door from the outside.^ Then

another Sixth Form boy rushed to the foot of the dais and there placed

an open book face upwards. A good, soft old dictionary was kept for this

^ Like Catherine Douglas when she hdd the door against the murderers of

James 1 of Scotland. Only the Merchant Taylors* boy never got his arm actually

broken, though it was often severely bniiaed.
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purpose. Then one of the monitors whose turn it was took up a hand-

somely illuminated book of prayers and, kneeling down on one knee on

the dictionary, read the prayers in Latin as ftst as he could gabble them,

the whole school standing and shouting the responses. As the last words

*m Sotcula Sceculorum. Amen*, were uttered the door was flung open

and the late boys let in, each one’s name being taken down for punish-

ment which consisted in having to write out one hundred lines ofVirgil.

Lessons then began. Some of the forms went down into the classrooms

on the lower floor and the others spread themselves over the space thus

vacated.

In all the forms the first thing done was to repeat the Tart’. This was

a passage of some twenty lines from a Latin poet learnt by heart over-

ni^t. On Mondays it consisted ofthe Epistle and Gospel ofthe Sunday.

In this way I learnt by heart nearly the whole of Virgil and Horace.

Then came the ‘exerdse’, a copy of Latin, and in the Sixth and Head
Forms Greek, verses prepared overnight. In the Fifth and all the Forms

bdow it books were used containing passages for translation in prose and

verse. They were compiled by one T. Kerchever Arnold and had a great

deal in them about one Balbus and his friend Caius. The famous remark

of Balbus that it was all over with the Army {actum est de exerdtii)

passed into a standing joke. Indeed, all our work was embeUished with

jokes and several of us who were fond of drawing made pictures about

everything that we read. My old school books are profusely illustrated

on every vacant space and many a cut on the hand did I get from old

Deane’s ever-ready cane for my artistic efforts.^ At one o’clock there

were prayers again, very short ones this time gabbled by a Sixth Form
boy who, to mark his inferiority to the monitors, was not allowed a dic-

tionary, but had to kneel on tbe bare boards. Then we went home to

dinner. Afternoon school was from two to four. The Doctor never

attended this school, at which Euclid and Algebra were taught in the

higher forms and arithmetic and writing in the lower. We broke up at

four in the winter and at four-thirty in the summer. There was a half-

^ Many years after I left school Dr Hessey told me he still preserved a Eu-
clid interleaved, the blank pages of which 1 had covered with pen and ink

sketdies illustrating the speech of Pericles from Thucydides, the odes of Horace

and other subjects. Pericles was a likeness of the Doaor himselfin cap and gown
with his fat cheeks and paunch. Once inThucydides we came ona word TpoTrurijp

wbidi the Doctor told us was a kind of diong used to fasten the oars to the row-

lock, and he added that the preceding hoiida3r8 he had seen exactly the same kind

of thongs in the boats on the lake of Zurich. So of course 1 had to draw the

Doaor in cap and gown rowing a boat on the ^margin of fair Zurich's waters’

wfth a huge vpotcott]p, and puffing and blowing very hard over it ! He recognised

his own Ukeness and was immensely delighted as hi
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holiday on Saturday, three weeks’ holiday at Christmas, one week at

Easter and six weeks in July and August.

The first two years I boarded at one of the boarding-houses opposite

the school known as 'TownsendV. It was kept by an old lady, Miss
Townsend, alias ^Spitfire’, and her niece, ‘Miss Georgie’. Old Spitfire

was a sharp-tongued, lynx-eyed, shrivelled little witch whom we all

hated and feared; ‘Miss Georgie’, a large, meek, ox-eyed, patient drudge

whom we all worshipped and who sheltered us from her aunt’s wra±.
We were of course very mischievous, noisy boys and the confinement

in the laige old-fashioned house which had once been the residence of a

wealthy dty merchant was naturally very irksome to us, and I daresay

we gave poor old Spitfire enough to do, but dear Miss Georgie was our

goddess and there was nothing we would not do for her. After a time,

some doctor, I think, told my father that I required more exercise, and

as I happened about that time to have had my hundred and fiftieth

batde royal with Spitfire who refused to have me in her house any

longer, I was taken to live at home and walked down to school every

morning and back in the evening. Philip Hutchins, who lived in Han-

over Square, used to meet me at the comer of the Quadrant (where

Piccadilly Circus now is) and we walked, or rather raced, down to Suffolk

Lone together.^

In 1846 or 1847 £aither left St. Pancras, Canon Dale having unfor-

tunately been transferred from St Bride’s to that parish. He got the

appointment of Preacher Assistant as it is called—^virtually Senior

Curate—at St James’s, Piccadilly, imder the Revd J. Jackson, a mild,

holy but mediocre man, who was afterwards Bishop of Lincoln and

eventually Bishop of London. We lived in the upper part of a house.

No. 23 Great Pulteney Street, a quiet, shabby street near Golden

Square.

On the 24th September 1847 my sister, Mary Pearson Beames, was

bom, after whom my parents had no other children. In this house all my
youth was spent. It was a dull, dreary, monotonous kind of life and there

are very few events to mark the fiight of time. I learnt Latin, Greek and

French (especially French, which I greatly delighted in), some Hebrew,

a very little mathematics, some smattering of history and geography.

But in the schoob of those days ‘Classics’ were regarded as the dbief

^ Athletic sports which now (1896} form so important a part of a schoolboy’s

life, were absedutely non-existent in our life at Merchant Taylors*. One year

indeed Dr Hessey hired a field at Hackney for us to play crideet in, but the

distance was too great and so few boys went there that it was given up after one

season. No other attempt at having any outdoor games was made all the while

I was at the sdiool (1847-56).
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btandi ofleaming; all other things were looked upon as subordinate and

unimportant in comparison.

My finher was stem, absorbed in his books and parish work, and

harassed by poverty and the struggle to keep up the position ofa gentle-

man on the wages of a servant. My mother was silent, cold and unsym-

pathetic. I had scarlet fever in 1848 and my father, who had unfor-

tunately for us been reading some books about diet and the preservation

of health, took it into his head that we all ate too much, so from that

time forward he steadily starved himselfand his fimily, thereby, among
odier things, sowing the seeds of the disease from which he eventually

died. One cup ofweak tea, a small roll and two fingers’ breadths offried

bacon constituted my breakfast, after which I had a long walk to school

and worked till one, then had dinner at the Headmaster’s house, and

worked again till four when I walked home and worked again till seven.

At seven a cup of weak tea again and two slices of very thin bread-and-

butter completed my rations for the day. If it had not been for one

copious meal ofplain but wholesome food at Dr Hessey’s in the middle

of the day I should have fallen ill from insufficient fo^. Condiments,

jams, sauces and even so harmless an indulgence as a lettuce or a little

fruit in summer were rigidly forbidden. When a holiday occurred

—

most Saints’ days were holidays—I was ordered off direcdy after break-

frst for a long walk in the country with strict orders not to come back

till evening. A shilling was given me with strict injunctions not to spend

it save in case of illness or other dire necessity. If I did not bring bade

the coin intaa I was subjected to a long and angry cross-examination,

and was in disgrace for days afterwards.

With that longing for green fields and trees which grew upon me so

strongly during the long months spent among the interminable bricks

and mortar of London, I used on such occasions to walk for miles into

the country, but sometimes hunger overcame me and not daring to

spend my solitary coin I almost ftunted from fiuigue and emptiness of

stomach and reached home scaredy able to drag one leg behind the

other. If I arrived after tea-time I had to go to bed empty, for no eating

was allowed except at meal times.

I have often wondered since that my mother did not provide me with

at least a few biscuits or sandwiches in my pocket. But it was not her

habit to think of such small attentions. Once, when I had walked as far

as Barnet atui back, I felt so faint and ill as I reached Regent’s Park that

I ventured to call on my Aunt Rose who was living in a house looking

on to die Park. I found her and her husband Mr Mitchell at dinner, and

on heating my tale and seeing how ill I looked th^ administered a
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copioiis dinner, some hot wine and water and then mariff me lie down on
a soft and sleep for an hour, after which mjr aunt took me home in a cab.

She scolded my father and mother severely for their inhumanity. The
only result, however, was that I was in disgrace for a long time after-

wards. Pearson came up from Bashley about this time, and was sent to

King’s College and Willie was taken on at Bashley in his place.

In 1851 came the building of the Great Exhibition Palace in Hyde
Park. We watched every step in the progress of this novel and beautiful

structure of glass designed by Sit Joseph Paxton, Head Gardener to the

Duke of Devonshire at Chatsworth. It was, subsequent to the Exhibi-

tion, considerably enlarged and re-ereaed at Sydenham under the title

of the Crystal Palace. When it was finished and opened we were fre-

quently taken to see it, and I still remember the new and beautiful

tilings collected there. London was crowded with people from the

country, and foreigners. For the benefit of the latter, my father, with an

old fiiend, the Revd T. Haverfield, got up a service in French at

St James’s Chapel, a small private chapel in York Street, of which

Haverfield was the clergyman. Except my father and myself no one

English or foreign went to these services.^

Old Haverfield was very proud of his French and was always making

me talk to him and read French books to him. I daresay he taught me a

good deal that vras useful. Pearson was not much given to learning by

nature and his long residence in the country had given him the country

tastes. London was hateful to him and my father disliked him because

he would not learn. They had a detestable habit at King’s College

(instead of honestly caning a boy and having done with it), of keeping

him in for an hour after the school broke up and, in order that he should

not hide this punishment from his parents, he had to take home a ‘deten-

tion card’ which his father had to sign and he took it back to school the

next morning. Whenever Pearson came home, as he very often did, with

a ‘detention card’, he got a severe thrashing from my fttiier; and blows

from him, accomplished boxer as he was, were no joke. Once my father

thought he could coach Pearson in his lessons of an evening in order to

help him, but this well-meant plan entirely broke down owing to my
ftther’s hasty and impatient temper, which Pearson loved to provoke

by appearing more stupid than he really was. When he had purposely

* It it a curiout coincidence that this chapel was originally built for Divuie

Service in French—at least for so much of Romish service as is conducted in a

vernacular. It was built to serve as the private chapel for the French Ambassador

in the reign of Charles II. He lived at No. 8 St. James’s Square, close by. The
chapd hat now been pulled down (1896}. It was half-way up Vorit Street on the

east aide.
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Uundetsd for an hour over two lines ofCaesar my fioher lost his temper

and knodced him down, and then sens him to hed. *Go to hedl* was my
father’s perpetual punishment for all of us. Two strong, healthy boys

cooped up in a small, gloomy house naturally made a good deal of noise

at times, and we fiequendy (^turbed my father when reading or writing

his sermon in the room below us and got sent to bed accordingly. My
dither’s fiivouiite was the youngest of his sons, litde Harry, a bright,

merry little fellow full oft^ oddest and quaintest imaginings, living in

an imaginaiy world of his own peopled with strange beings whose say-

ings and doings he would solemnly repeat to us. The principal of these

was a person called Jod C. Mazemaglastus, who possessed a liquor called

Joby, which was liable to be attacked by crickets, and to run out in

consequence. Harry had been very ill with water on the brain some tune

before this,and was very weak and sickly for some years. This small, pale,

elfish creature would come down to breakfast and suddenly break its

silence, in which all our scanty meals were eaten, by remarking, ‘the

Joby ran out last night, the crickets got at it,’ whereat my father would

roar with laughter while Harry looked at him sadly and wistfully.

Among the numerous visitors to the Great Exhibition came unex-

pectedly my Uncle John, looking very large, red-faced and coarse. It

seems he had gone down to Yorkshire where Mrs Carnarvon’s former

companion old Miss Smith was living with her cousins the Seymours.

She had been unable or unwilling to help him, and he had drifted some-

how to a little town in the West Riding called Barnsley, near to which is

the dirty little village of Chapelthorpe. Here he had established himself

as a catde-drover and had married a woman much below him in position

and to my mind not in any way attractive, Ellen Barron, daughter of a

land steward to Sir George Beaumont of Bretton. He took a great fancy

to me and I used to accompany him on long walks in the course of

which he used to astonish me, accustomed as I was to my father’s ex-

treme abstemiousness, by stopping at nearly every public house we
passed, to have some beer. By my father’s advice he went down to

Bashley and was reconciled to my grandfather, who gave him rent-free

a small cottage at Amwood, a mile or so from Bashley, with a few acres

ofground round it. On his return through London on his way to York-

shire to fetch his wife and two boys, he took me with him, h being then

our long hdidays. I spent a fortnight in the north, die only time in my
life I ever went to that part ofEngland. I was not much pleased with the

Yorkshire peasantry among whom my uncle lived. I could not under-

stand their language very well, and I thought them very coarse and

rough and brutal. But I eiigoyed a visit to Manchester and Liverpool,
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and I went down a coal mine. The Christmas holidays of that year I

spent with my uncle at his new home, Amwood. Pearson was at Bashley
with my grandftther and I used to be over there nearly every day. The
old man took rather a fancy to me and I delighted in sitting at his feet

and inciting him to talk. His manner seemed to me pleasanter my
father’s. There was less sternness, more variety and grace. But then he
was not engaged in a severe stru^le with poverty as my poor father was.

He was subject to violent fits of rage during which he would swear the

most fright^ oaths, grow purple in the face and make everyone tremble.

He lived almost entirely alone, seeing no company, except when he went
into Lymington to preside at the Bench ofMagistrates. My uncle called

on him occasionally, a formal call, when they began by talking to each

other in a strain of very much overdone politeness and usually left off

swearing at each other like bargees. Then my uncle would go into the

kitchen to drink a glass of beer with old Eley the butler, and before he

had been there long my grandfather would ring his bell and order Eley

to turn that drunken scoundrel (epithets ad libitum) out of the house,

and my uncle would go away imprecating the most awful curses on his

own head ifhe ever set foot in that house again. But he went there again

the next week, and the two met as if nothing had happened.

My unde had very low tastes. He spent a great deal of his time walk-

ing about the country and dropping into the various public houses

where he would sit for hours drinking and smoking in the company of

the lowest and most disreputable scoundrels in the neighbourhood. He
was supposed to be farming his half-dozen acres ofland atAmwood but

he did not seem to pay much attention to that. He was walking about

the country all day. Once he drove me through the lovehest part of the

New Forest to Salisbury where we stayed two days, and I explored the

old dty and cathedral to my heart’s content, while my uncle was buying

cattle at Salisbury Market. It was on this occasion that he took me to the

village near Salisbury where his first love. Miss Burgess, had hved and

told me the sad story which I have already related. We sat on some rails

by the roadside as he told it in front of the house where she had lived.

It was a large, handsome house, but then shut up and deserted. The old

man was dead and no one knew where the family had gone.

In 1852 my brother Willie was sent to Dr Burney’s school at Gosport

to be prepared for the Navy, and Harry was sent to Edwardes’ at

Streatham, my old school. Edwardes had retired, an3 had been suc-

ceeded by one Hodson, under whom the school had a good deal fallen

oflf, I went to stay with my uncle at Amwood, and after being there

some weeks was invited by my grandfather to spend the rest of my
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hoIidayB at Bashley. The old man used to talk to me a great deal and

once or twice tipp^l me handsomely. He was getting very infirm and

used to be taken to bed every night at seven, when Pearson and I spent

the rest ofthe evening in the kitchen, a large stone-paved room widi an

immense fireplace with settles inside it. In the warmest comer sat the

housekeeper, Mrs Sleeman, a tall, handsome, bold-looking woman,

dressed in black with large vhite collar and cufis. It was the custom for

her to go and sit with her master for an hour after dinner, sipjMng a

glass ofport wine, and amusing him with scandalous gossip about people

in the neighbourhood. She had an illegitimate son, whom she passed off

as her nephew and for whom, through my grandfiither*s influence, I

believe, she secured a good berth as engineer on a steamer. He was a

clever, pleasant young fellow who was much liked by Pearson. He used

to come to Bashley for a visit now and then. Sleeman was a great

drunkard. She and old Eley the butler used to drink together, and it was

whispered that they had been privately married. At any rate Eley used

to be seen coming out ofMrs Sleeman’s bedroom early in the morning

and it was not unjustly surmised that he had spent the night there. But

of course these things were not told to Pearson and me, though our

youthful curiosity was much excited by what went on. The evenings in

the big kitchen were rather riotous, and my grandfather, who slept in a

distant part ofthe house, seemed to be quite unaware ofwhat happened.

Eley would play his fiddle and sing songs while Mrs Sleeman drank

brandy and water and nodded her head to the tune with a drunken leer.

The songs it need hardly be said were not always of the most chaste or

select kind. At nine the cook, Mrs Thomas, a poor, medc, crushed little

creature, though a consummate artist, would put on the table a copious

hot supper. I often used to reflect that there was as much eaten in one

meal in the kitchen at Bashley as would have lasted us at my father’s

scanty table for a week. My grandfather’s servants lived better than his

sons ^d. Big jugs of strong, home-brewed ale, great joints ofhot beefor

mutton and quantities ofhot pies, bread and cheese and vegetables were

consumed, and we hungry and rather greedy boys were only too ^ad to

join the feast. Then there was more drinking and fiddling till at last

Mrs Sleeman was carried off to bed, either roaring drunk or maudlin

drunk, by the housemaids. My grandfiither was completely in the hands

of three of his servants, Sleeman, Eley and Rowland. This last was his

coachman, steward and factotum. He lived in a cottage near the stables.

It was through him that my grandfather managed his farming opera-

tions, and lost so much money by his experiments with guano, phos-

phates and other chemical manures. Rowland was a litde, vtusimed,
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wrinkled old man, a ‘Particular Baptist’ by religion and, we all thou^t,
a consummate hypocrite. Butdie knew how to brew the most delicious

beer, and his wife managed the dairy and produced delicious butter, and
being a Devonshire woman, knew how to make such clotted cream as

one could not get elsewhere. The lavish expenditure on mating and
drinking at Bashley was a continual surprise to me after my father’s

system of starving us on so many ounces of meat and so many cups of
very weak tea. But there was a great quarrel soon between Sleeman and
Eley, I know not what about, and it led to Bley’s resigning his post. He
was succeeded as butler by a meek young man named Batts, who
ministered to Mrs Sleeman’s requirements with most devoted attention

till the end. And the end was not far off. In the autumn of 1853, instead

of inviting me and Pearson to Bashley, it pleased my grandfather to

invite my father and mother. He was ill and in low spirits and perhaps

wanted better company than us boys. One day my mother was reading

the Hampshire newspaper to him, and when she came to some article

on local politics in which he was much interested, something in the

article displeased him. He started up and began to rave at the writer,

and to curse and swear in his usual fashion. Suddenly he turned almost

black in the face, his head dropped on his chest, and he began to choke.

The servants were called and he was carried to bed, a man was sent on a

horse for the doctor who, when he came, pronounced it to be an apo-

plectic stroke. For some days he lay unconscious while his stertorous

breathing could be heard all through the house. On the 17th October 1853

he died, aged 72. He was buried in his family vault beside his wife in

Milton Church and my father put up a marble slab to his memory.

In his will he left Bashley Lodge and land to my father, but entailed

to me and my eldest son, failing issue to each ofmy brothers and their

issue and to others and others as far as he could possibly entail it, and

saddled with an annuity of£100 a year (nearly as much as the property

was worth) to Mrs Sleeman, and another of jC40 to Rowland. His

estate at Aymestry in Herefordshire he left to my Uncle John similarly

entailed, and burdened with annuities of £^0 each to my mother and

my uncle’s wife. The original family property at Clifton and Wrington,

with the houses at Greenwidi and a large sum of money, were left to

my brother Pearson also carefully entailed. Sums of£500 each were left

to my brothers Willie and Harry and my sister Mary, to whom also he

left all his wife’s jewels. In his will he explained that he had tied up all

his property iQ way in order to prevent his sons from dealing with

it as they done wiA the Carnarvon inheritance of £^6,000 . There

were also numerous conditino* and legal technicahties mserted tending
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to hamper all the legatees as mudi as possible in the enjoyment of dieir
bequests. His bookS} pictures, china and plate were left as heirlooms to

go trith the Bashley Estate. He evidently expected my father to live

there, forgetting that he had not left him any money to keep it up with.

My father’s share ofthe Carnarvon money, £i8,ooo, hadb^ almost if

not entirely, anticipated by the tune he came into it. He tried the e^qteri-

ment of living at Bashley for some years, but was eventually obliged to

give it up as he could not afford it. His (i.e. my grandftther*8) death,

however, came at a very opportune moment, and relieved my ftther of
some part of his poverty though perhaps not of so much as he might
reasonably have expected.

Our life now changed considerably. My ftther wished to retain

Bashley in his own hands, though perhaps he ought to have let it, and
he was not rich enough to do without his appointment at St James’s.

So my mother lived at Bashley and my father and I remained in grimy
Pulteney Street, giving up most part ofthe house and retaining only two
bedrooms and a sitting-room. We ate our frugal breakfrst at home but I

dined as usual at school and my fathet got his dinner at an eating-house.

There were in those days none of the splendid restaurants in Ae West
End, ofwhich there are now so many. Simpson’s in the Strand was the

only place of the kind. We spent our holidays at Bashley. Here I had
full access to my grandfather’s large library. It was a strange medley.
In addition to a huge mass oflaw books, there were old blade-letter and
other rare and curious volumes, a whole world of curious seventeenth-

and eighteenth-century literature. I devoured all these greedily. 1

remember reading Don Quixote, Rabelais, Gil Bias, The Rambler,

Taller, Spectator, the edifying collection of British dramatists, Mrs
Aphra B^ and Mrs Centlivre, Sheridan, Smollett, Goldsmith, and
the like, also Fielding and some less known writers. There were also

large volumes of the pictures of Hogarth, the caricatures of Gillray,

Rovdandson, H. B. and others. Then there were shelves upon shdves of
dd Elzevir Classics and Aldine Editions, little dirty books an inch or

two long, Erasm CoBoquia, More’s Utopia, Euphues, Sidney’; Arcadia,

Barc]a3r’s Argemr, likewise all the poets from Ben Jonson to Byron,
several editions of Shakespeare and mote than I can now call to minH
I was never without a book in my hand; sometimes I would wander off

into the lovely glades of the New Forest and lie the best part of a long
summer’s day under the great beeches poring over a bode, at another

perched high on the top ofthe smps in front ofa bookcase deep in some
ponderous folio. I b^an a catalogue, but as I had to stop to read every

intetfstjag bod;, it is needless to say 1 did not get for with it. We had
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a nuul-phaeton and hone in which my mother went for long drives,

mosdy in to Lymington, shopping, for though it was six mil** off there
were no shops nearer. We had also a rough New Forest pony whidi I

learnt to tide and on which I wandered for milas all over the Forest.

Also the sea was not far offand Pearson and I used to go for a bathe and
swim nearly every morning. I soon learnt to swim fairly weU.
When the holidays were over I returned to London with regret, but

much improved in health. My father used to talk to me of an evening,

and his conversation was full of interest, as from his well-stored minH

he would pour out floods ofinformation of all sorts.^ At this rimt^ i was
getting impatient at the narrow limits ofour school education. I had got

into the Sixth Form, a form the numbers of which were limited to

twenty, all ofv^om had the proud privilege of being allowed to wear

‘stude-up* collars and elaborate stiff neckties or cravats. The stude-up

collar, consisting oftwo stiffly starched triangular pieces oflinen, cut the

ears, pricked the cheeks, and was in every way inconvenient and uncom-
fortable but to us boys, as the badge ofmanhood, it was dear. But I was

very lazy at sdiool, being, as I have said, more interested in the wide

range of things leamable out of school than in the limited one of things

learnt at sdiool. French I was still interested in, but Greek and Latin

had no charm for me. I had bought, out of my rare tips, a German
dictionary and Schiller’s Don Carlos and Wilhelm Tell, and by the aid

ofa German grammar of Pearson’s I was teaching myselfto read them.

Pearson learnt German at King’s College and a good many things which

we did not learn at Merchant Taylors’.

My fiither was as fond ofwalking as my unde and on holidays would

go for long—dreadfully long—^walks with me. We would go to Hampton

Court and back, Epping Forest and other distant places. He talked bard

the vdiole way and if he had not taken me so far and given me so little

to eat I should have enjoyed the walks much more than I did.

But I must not linger too long over this period ofmy life. The details

would not be so interesting to others as they are to me. I will only

1 1 remember about riii« time going with my father to hear Faraday lecture at

the Royal Institution in Albemarle Street. Faraday was as usual brilliant and

instructive. At the dose of the lecture the Duke of Northumberland who was

among die audience advanced to the platform and complimented the lecturer.

Faraday bowed almost to the ground. My father was indignant. ‘There,’ he said,

•is a specimen of British Toadyism. There is Faraday, the grea^ chemist his

age, bowing humbly to that nobody because he is a Duke. It is disgustiiy. But

the Duke was not only a highly intellectual man but a mumficent patron of art

andsdence. I diink such men are worthy of respect as much as the great savants

whom they siq^ort. Moecenas has his uses as well as VirgiL
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mention tiut I had r^ular lessons in riding at tii: Knightsbridge Riding

School where we were taught by the riding-master ofthe Hoise Guards,

by whom I was taught the military seat with long stirrups which I have

ever since retained; that I at one time had a few drawing lessons and

took to water-colour sketching on my own account with great per-

severance and energy; and that an attempt was made to teach me music,

which utterly and ateolutdy broke down owing to my total want of ear

and of any interest in the subject. The attempt was very soon given up
as hopeless, much to my satisfaction.



CHAPTER IV

Haileybury, 1856-1857

A WIDER existence opened to my view in 1854 when I was seventeen

and thought myselfa very grown-up person indeed. One day my father,

walking down a street in the Qty, ran up against someone who turned

out to be his old friend, Mr Frederick Augustus Geary, the same who
used to come on Sunday afternoons to Streatham to argue about Elec-

tion and Justification. They had not met for some years and were de-

lighted to see each other again. Mr Geary invitedmy father to come and
see him at Putney. Accordingly one lovdy evening in July we went by
steamer to Putney and found our way to Plan House, one of those

fine old brick houses that used to be common in the suburbs of London
in those days, but are now, alas

!
grown so rare. It had a fine large garden

surrounded by a brick wall and in front a gateway of elaborately curled

and twisted iron-work. There was a large company at table when we
went in. They had finished dinner and were sitting over their wine. My
father had, I need not say, arranged to arrive after dinner lest I should

be betrayed into eating too much. He was so dreadfully afraid of eating!

At Mr (Gary’s right hand sat a tallish girl in white, whose face I could

not distinctly see in the gloom. But amidst the babble ofvoices I noticed

her, and was much struck by the affectionate, caressing manner in which

she waited upon her father, and the tender tone of his voice in speaking

to her. There never having been any love in our own home or any out-

ward display of affection between the members of our family, the affec-

tionate hearty tone ofthis father and his sons and daughter struck me as

quite a new and charming thing. My father as usual began lecturing the

company about anything and everything. Mrs Geary shrieked and

laughed and talked nonsense to Mr Ball and my father, while I watched

Ellen Geary. We had a delightful evening. After dinner Ellen played the

piano and her brothers Henry and Alfred sang. Their father sat by me
and talked for a long time. It came into my mind, I know not how, that

this was the woman that I would many, and I went home that night

fully resolved to do so as soon as the time should come. I had just come

out of a precious, alas! unrequited attachment, having been for

neariy two years deeply in love with Agnes Marryat, one ofthedau^tm
of Colonel Marryat of Chewton, near Bashley, and niece of Captain
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Manyst, the once odebrated writer of the very popular sea-novds. We
were very intimate with the Marryats, but the^ Agnes did not return

my attentions. They left Hampshire about this time and we saw no

more of them. My heart was thus imoccupied for the time, except for

Lettie Beeston, my cousin, a tall handsome girl, but very stupid, whom
I kept on hand as what actors call an ‘understudy’—somebody to flirt

with when there was no more serious affair on hand. Lettie ofcourse did

not count. The intercourse with the Gearys was unhappily interrupted

for the time by the sudden death ofMr Geary in November 1854. He
had for man]f years shared the house at Putney with a friend, Mr John

Ball, a member ofthe firm ofQuilter Ball & Co, Accountants, and on his

deathbed he confided his wife and children to Mr Ball’s care, a charge

solemnly accepted and faithfully performed by him as long as he lived.

But of course for some time they could receive no visitors, and a long

time elapsed before I saw them again.

In September 1854 I went up to Oxford to try for a dem3rship at

Magdalen. I did not get it but was marked ‘proxime accessit’, and the

College offered to matriculate me, but my father was advised not to

accept the offer and so the matter dropped. I returned to my work at

Merchant Taylors’ where I was now a Monitor, and had Ae proud

privilege of wearing a tailcoat. Although these coats are now only worn

for evening dress, in 1854 it was no uncommon sight to see men walking

about in them in the daytime.

Pearson, having been left so well-off bymy grandfiither—^his income

under the .will was estimated at about £joo a year—elected to go into

the Army and was accprdingly sent to Sandhurst. Willie entered the

Navy in 1855 and went to sea as a midshipman on board H.M.S.

Arrogant, commanded by Captain Yelverton, the husband of the

Marchioness of Hastinp, an eccentric old lady who lived at Efford, near

Bashley, and had been a very great ftiend ofmy grandfather’s. In conse-

quence of this Captain Yelverton was very kind to Willie and looked

after him. The Arrogant was sent to the Baltic as part of the flying

squadron under Sir Chades Napier. The Crimean War was then going

on, and Henry Geary the eldest son ofthe late Mr Geary had just passed

out ofWoolwich into the Artillery and was in the trend^ Before Sebas-

topol. The second brother, Alfied, a deri: in the War (Mce, had been

sent, together with a bro^er-deA, Robert Hamilton, to Balaklava to

assist in the Commissariat Department which was in dreadful con-

fusion. When therefore we resumed our visits to Putnqr, we and rile

Gearys were equally interested in news from the seat of war, and we
fidlowed with the dotbt attention and greatest amdeQr every itqi of the
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campaign, especially during diat cruel winter when our troops were well-

nigh frozen and starved to deam. This common interest took us much
to Putney and my love for Ellen grew silently but deeply. In our many
long wall® together we found ourselves possessed of similar tastes and
interests. She was nearly three years older than I was, but that did not

matter. She was in those days rather disposed to be learned and literary,

and this pleased my father very much. He used to lend her books and
give her many of the interminable lectures he was so fond of delivering.

My father’s absorbing interest at this time was the condiuon of the

working classes. He and his friend Charles Kingsley, whom he used to

meet often, were, or professed to be. Socialists and ultra-red Radicals, and

1 think it must have been somewhere about this time that Kingsley

wrote his novel Alton Locke. Certainly many of the charaaers in that

book strike me as closely resembling the wortdng tailors and cobblers in

my father’s parish.

He used to visit many ofthese men in their close, fetid attics in Wind-
mill Street, Archer Street, and that neighbourhood, and I went with

him. They always seemed to be atheists as well as Radicals and my
father succeeded in converting several of them, and they attended his

Sunday evening extempore sermons in a dingy little room in Marshall

Street. I always went with him and loved to hear him preach. His written

sermons were very elaborate and profound, but when preaching extem-

pore he was wonderfully eloquent and impressive. At last he wrote a

book called Xht Rookeries ofLondon—‘rookeries’ being the slang term for

lodging-houses of the poorest kind, where human beings were herded

together like cattle with no regard to health or decency. The book had

considerable success and ran into a second edition. At this time a number

of young officers in the Guards at Knightsbridge Barracks, Viscounts

Ingestre and Lewisham, Sir W. Fraser and others whose names I forget,

together with Lord Goderich, afterwards Marquis of Ripon, and some

bishops and other big people got up a Society for the Improvement of

the Dwellings of the Working Classes. They wrote a volume of cssdys

called Meliora or Better Things to Come and my father edited it and con-

tributed to it. He was then made Secretary to the Society, and with

Lord Ingestre who was President did a great deal ofvisiting in the worst

dens in London. I sometimes went with my father and saw something

of this revolting side of life. The labours of the Society ctilminated in

the erection of an enormous block of model lodging-houses in a veiy

bad slum near Poland Wardour Streets. The Duke of Cambridge

laid the foundation stone and there was a big dinner at the London

Tavern, and mudi flourish oftrumpets and articles in the papers. Then

59



MEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN

the young lords got tired of it and turned to some new toy. My &ther

had hoped that some good to himselfmight come from being associated

with all these big people, but when the excitement was over they quite

forgot him.

In November 1855 I went up to Oxford again to try for the Balliol

scholarship. I did not want to go, feeling that I was not sufficiently

prepared. But the Headmaster and my father decided that I was to go;

so I went, and failed. The double life I was leading at that time quite

unsettledme for school-work. The teaching I got frommy father at home,

and the knowledge I was picking up from my private reading, carried

out under his supervision, introduced me into a larger and more real

world than was ever dreamt ofin the narrow routine of school-work. At

night my father often gathered round him men ofnote and learning. I sat

listening eagerly while they talked history, ancient and modem, politics,

religion, art, manners and customs, society—everything one could

possibly imagine. In the daytime I was tied down to Latin and Greek

taught in the driest and barrenest way, and was expraed to take a keen

interest in subjunctives with dv or the exact phraseology suited for

Qceronian Ladn. In the long holidays of this year my father invited

Ellen Geary to Bashley, and she and I drove about the country together,

or roamed in the Forest talking incessantly about every conceivable

subject and building castles in the air for the future. These were happy

days and insensibly drew us nearer together. Now, however, sudd^y
and unexpectedly came the turning point ofmy life. I was spending the

Christmas holidays as usual at Bashley, when, on Saturday the 12th Janu-

ary 1856, the morning post brought me a letter from my ffither who was
in London, enclosing one from Dr Hessey. It said that Mr J. P.

Willoughby, a Director of the East India Company, had a nomination

to bestow for the Indian Qvil Service, and being an old Merchant

Taylors’ boy, had taken it to his old school and asked the Headmaster

to recommend him a boy. The good old Doaor, knowing me to be a

youth of ‘erratic tendencies’ as he put it, and one whose mind was not

contented with Latin and Greek, had nominated me. I was then third

Monitor, and the two senior Monitors were provided for by scholarships

at St John’s. I also should have got a scholarship at the same CoUege had

I stayed at school till June 1856, but the Doctor rightly judged that I

should prefer to go to India. My father, in sending on the letter, did not

urge me to accept the offer, rather the contrary. He had looked forward

to a successful career at the Bar for me where he thought my grand-

fiMthec’s name would still have been of use. He said his life would be

iMMly wiffiout his boys, but he could not advise me to refuse so splendid
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a prospect if my health would stand the climate. His system of half

starving us^ and my mother*s fondness for giving us strong purgatives

on the slightest provocation, had resulted in making the health of all of
us, and especially mine, far from strong, and my father had once or

twice been anxious about me. But at eighteen one does not stop to think

about one’s health. There was no time to be lost, for the Entrance

Examination was to be held on the following Monday. I did not hesitate

for a second, but went up to London by the express that very day, and

on the following Monday presented myself at the India House in Lead-

enhall Street where I and six other nominees were put through, what to

me, was a very easy examination. The Antigone of Sophocles, Horace’s

Epistles^ the Gospel of St Luke in Greek, Paley’s Evidencesy a paper of

easy Mathematics (Euclid and Algebra) and another equally easy on

History. We all passed without difficulty, were solemnly presented

before the Directors assembled in a vast, stately Council Room, and after

a speech from Colonel Sykes the Chairman, were admitted as students

at Haileybury College. I have often wondered in after days that I was

not more surprised at the time. So sudden a change in my prospects, and

the unexpected opening ofsuch a brilliant career ought to have filled me
with amazement. But it did not; perhaps because such startling events do

not strike us at the time. One has not time to think about them till after-

wards. I remember that I took all the congratulations ofmy friends very

calmly. What really pleased me most was the consideration that I should

now be able to marry Ellen, for whom I had for some time been feeling

a very deep attachment.

The next few days were spent in preparations. I visited the Gearys at

Putney and Ellen and I agre^ to write to ^ch other, though as yet there

was no word of love spoken between us and our correspondence was

extremely polite and literary. Yet, I think, in some unspoken way, we

understood each other already.

On the 2ist January 1856 I commenced my new life. Arthur and

Philip Hutchins, who had been at Merchant Taylors’ with me all these

years had also been sent there, having got nominations from Sir James

Hogg, a friend of their father’s, and as I knew no one else there, they

became for a time my chiefcompanions. Haileybury College is in Hert-

fordshire, twenty-one miles north of London. A commonplace ugly

quadran^e ofdingy yellow brick in the tasteless dull style of the begin-

ning of the century. The front ofthe square consisted of a large library

fianked by a chapel and a dining-hall, the outer side ofwhich looked on

to a small park presented to the road a pompous fa9ade of white

stone with pillared porticos in the Cockney Grecian style. But it was
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comfortabk in spite of its ugliness. Our rooms occupied three sides of

the quadrangle. Each man had a small, snug room with an alcove con-

taining a bed, and a closet which served as dressing-room. We furnished

our rooms ourselves and some men ran into great extravagance in this

respect. There was a good cridcet field, racquet court and football

ground. We had boats on the River Lea at the Rye House a mile oflf,

and for indoor amusements a reading-room and gymnasium. Close by
were several rows of cottages in Hailey village and on Hertford' Heath

wherein dwelt a colony of waiters, bedmakers and hangers-on. The
College was in the middle of a triangle formed by Hertford, busy

cheerful and pleasant; Ware, dingy, dirty and of evil repute; and Hod-
desdon, airy, dean and dull. Our railway station was at Broxboume on

the Eastern Counties Railway (now called the Great Eastern), a mile

south of Hoddesdon. The surrounding country was green and undu-

lating; on one side the copses and woods of Hatfidd, on the other the

pleasant meadows by the Lea and Stort. The professors lived in houses

at the comers of the Quadrangle and in an old house dose by called

Hailey Hall or Bury. The Revd Henry Mdvill, the Prindpal, was the

most doquent and popular preacher of the day. Wherever he preached

in London crowds thronged to hear him. His doquence had a fervour

which rapt and carried one away on the swift current of his thoughts,

so that it was intense exertion to listen to him. As he spoke there was a

dead silence in the largest congregations, and it was curious to note how,

when he paused, a storm ofcoughs broke forth showingthat his audience

had been holding their breath so as not to lose a single word. He spoke

with a slight but pleasing Scotch accent, which, however, he seemed to

have the power ofdropping or lessening as he pleased. He seemed to use

it to intensify stem or denundatory utterances, when his voice became

harsh and rough, while when he wished to convey the opposite im-

pression the voice grew soft and musical without a trace of Scotch

accent.

My father, who studied his preaching carefully, always said that he

was a finished orator, who understood how to make his voice an instm-

ment co-operating with his ideas. He was a tall, thin man with an ugly

round face and pug nose; short white hair stood stiffly up all over his

bullet head. But he had an eye that pierced through you, and a dear

cutting sarcastic tone in his voice when angry that made the dullest and

most licentious idler in Haileybury wince. To face 'the Prin’ as he was

called was no light thing. Sir James Stephen, the Professor of Political

Economy, was also a man ofnote. A big, ponderous, pompous man with

a massiye head covered with grey hair, he seemed to have an intense,
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deq>-8eated admitadon ofhimself, and almys treated us as so idle

scum. Many of us fully deserved to be so treated. He delivered his

lectures in a slow, measured mne with his eyes shut, as one who casts

pearls before swine. Monier Williams, a little, swarthy, peppery Welsh-
man but a renowned scholar, taught us Sanskrit. The Revd J. Buckley,

Dean of die CoU^e, an elegant scholar and noted biblio-maniac, was
kind enough to play at teaching classics, and the Revd J. W. Heaviside,

a Cambridge Wrai]^er and afterwards Canon ofNorwich, did the

by mathemadcs. E. B. Eastwich, a retired officer of the Bombay Army,
taught Hindustani and some other Indian vernaculars; Colonel Jasper

Ouseley (who was familiarly known as ‘Old Jowzle*) taught Persian, and

J. F. Leith, Q.C., an old Indian barrister, made highly unsuccessful

efforts to impart to us some knowledge ofkw.
Haileybury was a happy place, though rather a farce as fiur as learning

war concern^. In £ut you might learn as much or as litde as you liked,

but while the facilides for not learning were considerable, those for

learning were, in pracdce, somewhat scanty. The Professors gave certain

lectures and one or two ofthem would allow us to consult them at their

houses, but for the most part we had to rely upon reading in our own
rooms. The men, few in number, who really ‘ground’ or ‘mugged’ or

‘sweated’ (euphemisms by which the use of the word ‘worked’ or

‘studied* was avoided) were looked upon by the majority as amiable but

misguided enthusiasts and as fit objects for the more boisterous kinds of

pracdcal joking. There were about eighty or ninety students divided into

four terms. The whole course of study lasted two years, and each year

was divided into two terms: a long term from January to June, and a

short term from September to December. But as the College was

destined to be dosed finally in December 1857, owing to the introduc-

tion of the new system of appointing members of the Civil Service by

Competitive examinations, the number continually decreased, no new

men being appointed. When my first term (or half-year) ended and I

passed into the second term, there ceased to be any first term, the fourth

term men having completed their course went to India, and there

remained only three terms and so on. A good many ofthe men (or boys

as Monier Williams used contemptuously to call us whenever we were

more thaw usually noisy at lecture) were sons ofMembers ofthe Indian

Civil Military services, had been bom in India and sent home to be

educated; many others were connected with Indian famihes. In spite of

this, however, there.was little or nothing in the tone of the place or in

our habits indicative ofour connexion with that country. India was not

talked iffor thou^t ofexcept by die few who really worixd, nor did we

63



MEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN

as a rale care or know or seek to koow anything about it. In accordance

with tiiat singular English tendency to keep out of sig^t everjrthing

relating to a man’s profession whidi leads officers in the Army to wear

plain dothes \dienever they can, and condemns all professional con-

versation as ‘talking shop’, it was considered ‘bad form’ to talk about

India or to allude to the fact that we were all going there soon. Even die

study of Oriental languages, whidi was the chief feature of the place,

and in fact the reason for its existence, was carried on as though we had

no personal interest in the countries in sdiich those languages were

spoken, and no attempt was made to practise talking them or to acquire

any pracdcal familiarity with them. If at any time one wanted to Imow
what sort ofa place India was, or what one’s future life or work there was

to be like, it was impossible to find anyone who could give the requisite

information, though three of the Professors, Eastwick, Ousdey and

Leith, had spent many years in that country. All we knew was that it

was ‘beastly hod and that there wem ‘niggers’ there, and that it would

be time enoi^ to bother about it when you got there. Once indeed,

just at the dose of our stay there. Sir James Stephen, having been too

busy elsewhere to prepare a lecture, or having exhausted all he had to

say about the fortunes of a certain soap-boiler whose vidssitudes con-

stituted what he was pleased to call Political Economy, pulled out of his

pocket a letter he had just recdved from a Civilian in the North-West

Provinces, and with his eyes half-shut in the pearls-before-swine manner,

read it to us. In his letter the writer described his daily life and the style

of work which we were shortly about to enter on. It intereste4 me
deeply, but I found that by my fellows it was regarded simply as an

e]q)effient of ‘Old Jinuny’s’ for shirking a lecture and merdy valuable

because it gave us one lecture less to take notes on.

Our manner ofliving was as follows. About 7 a.m. an aged ‘bedmaker’

came in, lit the fire and disappeared. Then came the ‘scout’ or waiter,

who filled the bath with cold water, laid the table for breakfast, cleaned

the boots, and made as mudi noise as he could in order to awaken the

sleeping student. Gradually we got up, dressed, put on cap and gown
and hurried offto chapel at eight. The attendance at morning chapel was

scanty. A few ofthe studious men and the Professors were in time.Then,

just as the bell stopped, in rushed a tumultuous mob ofthe unpunctual

ones in every d^ree of undress, unshorn, unkempt. Many ofthem in

slippers and the long overcoat reaching to the heels which was fishion-

able then, and called a ‘Noah’s Ark’, under whidi they had only a ni^t-

shirt. Some fisgments of a tom gown and a shapeless mass whidi had

once been a trencher-c^ completed their costume. Other bdated ones
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kept dropping in at intervals till the second lesson began, after which the
door was closed and all entrance denied. Attendwee at chapel was com-
pulsory for three days in the week, and those who did not attend the full

number of chapels were liable to punishment. If a mnn arrived at the

chapel door after the second lesson began, he was not admitted but was
allowed to count half a chapel. Often, while the first lesson was being

read, and only the voice of^e reader broke the silence, one could hear

from without the sound of windows being thrown open and voices

shouting. Tope! Pope! Mark me half a chapel*—to which Pope, the

chapel doorkeeper, would be heard replying, ‘Very sorry, Mr ... I can’t

do it unless you come to the door, sir.’ Whereupon there would ensue a

volley ofoaths and the window would be slammed violently. After chapel

the shady ones made a rush for their rooms so as not to be seen in

deshabille by the dreaded ‘Prin’ or the Professors. When we regained our

rooms we found our breakfast consisting of tea or coffee, excellent bread-

and-butter, and on the tongs, artfully stuck in between the bars of the

grate to keep it hot, a mutton-chop or a curried sole or something of the

kind. Brealdfast parties were a favourite thing, and at these there were

all sorts of luxuries provided by the students, and generally tankards of

beer or claret. Then those whose rooms did not look on to the Quad
descended, pipe in mouth, and lounged about. At this hour a swarm of

tradesmen ftom Hertford made its appearance. Two tailors, a hair-

dresser and some others walked round the Quad with pattern-books and

bags, taking orders and bearing with an equanimity derived from long

habit a torrent of chaff and coarse jokes; occasionally crushing some

offensive joker with a clever retort.

At ten, the first bell rang for leaures, which lasted till twelve on

some days and till one on others. Stephen Austin and Simpson, two

booksellers from Hertford, had stalls in the anterooms to the class-

rooms where they sold stationery and the textbooks in the various

subjects. They also did a considerable business in cribs. These were

translations of the textbooks in Greek, Sanskrit, Persian or any other

language, printed in small type on thin paper so as to be slipped in

between the pages of the textbook in the dassroom. The leaures in

Law, Political Economy and Mathematics were delivered by the Pro-

fessors and we took down copious notes—^at least, those who belonged

to the small, studious minority did so; the majority only pretended to do

so and begged, borrowed or stole (chiefly the last) the note-books ofthe

studious a few days before the Examination. The Mathematical lecture

was an utter farce. ‘Old Heavy*, as the Revd Mr Heaviside was irre-

verently would draw a big figure on the board, and begin, ‘Now,
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gendemeo, we dnw ^e line A—B, bub-bub-bub-be,’ then he would

see sonteone throwing an inkstand at another. ‘Mr X ... I mark you

an L’—and going to his desk he would solenuily record ‘MrX—L’, then

resuming ‘The lineA—bub-bub-be,* till he saw someone dse making a

disturbance when he would mark him an L and so on. What it was ail

about I never knew, but some of my most successful pen-and-ink

sketches (which I was always making) were executed in ‘Old Heavy’s'

lecture-room.

As soon as lectures were over there was a rush to our rooms where

cap and gown were carefully hidden (for it was a law of the place that

ifyou lost your own gown you might take anyone ebe’s), and each man
put on the costume appropriate to his special form ofamusement. The
cridKting, rowing and football men appeared in flannels of gorgeous

hues, the fiut men in rather too gaudy London costumes, and so on. A
crowd then gathered at the ‘trap’, which is the same as the buttery at an

Oxford College, and had bread and cheese and beer, served by two very

pretty girls, nieces of the College purveyor. .This, like all other cere-

monies at Haileybury, was accompanied by a ceaseless flow of foul talk

and coarse jesting, with occasional horse-play. Then everyone dis-

appeared, the athletic men to their field, the rowing men to run a mile

to the boats at the Rye House, the fast men on dog-carts to play billiards

at Hertford or Ware, or perhaps to slip up to town by train for the after-

noon, and the steady men to take a solemn constitutional along the roads.

The Quad was deserted till half past five when men began dropping

in again. Dinner was served in Hall at six and evening chapel was at

eight, after which everyone went to the ‘trap’ again to order the mor-

row’s breakfast, the orders being taken/down by the two girls. Miss

Clifton and Miss Coleman, amidst an indescribable hubbub and uproar

of oaths, songs, indecent jokes and horse-play as before. I used to pity

the two young women, who were modest, quiet, hard-working girls.

They took absolutely no notice of anything that went on, but wrote

down the orders peacefully through it all. One hopes they did not undeis

stand the meaning of half that was said.

After this the steady men retired to their rooms and read far into the

night. The noisy ones assembled by tens and dozens in someone’s rooms

where they held what was elegantly termed a ‘lush’; drinking, smoking

and singing till two or three in Ae morning, when a ‘beak’, as the

College watchmen were called, brought them a message ftom the Dean
requesting them to retire to their own rooms. A bell was indeed rung at

eleven and was, theoretically, the signal for everyone to go to bed, but I

do not remember that any attention was ever paid to it.
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Towuds two o’clock in the morning, those who set up Iste working,

liesrd fiunt sounds of distant voices singing very much out oftune, *we
won’t go home till morning . . and snatches of various ribald songs,

accompanied by the sharp sound of horses’ hoofs coming over Hertford
Heath, and presently one dog-cart after another drew up to the back
atrance and discharged with much noise its load ofmore or less intoxi-

cated youths. Sometimes, one more drunk than the rest would have been
brou^t home lying in the straw in the bottom of the cart and would
fiercely resent being dragged out. After about halfan hour’s screaming

and fighting, the inebriates would be somehow got to their rooms and
silence would at last descend upon the Quad.

Though the Direaors of the Honourable East India Company had
promulgated very strict rules for the discipline of the College, no one

seemed to take the pains to enforce them. Ifyou wrote your name in a

book which lay on a desk in the Dean’s Entrance Hall you were said to

have got ‘gates’, which meant that you could stay out t^ two o’clock in

the morning. Many men, eluding the vigilance of the stem B. Jones,

‘Marshal ofthe College’, would slip up to town by the two o’clock train

fix>m Broxboume and amuse themselves there, not returning till the last

train at night firom Shoreditch, somewhere about ii p.m. B. Jones was a

tall, very powerful man, whose duty was to preserve helpline, report all

breaches of rules and to watch Broxboume Station to see that no one

went to town. But he could not be everywhere at once and very great

ingenuity was displayed in foiling him. At a public house dose by called

the ‘Coll^ Arms’ a number ofdog-carts with very fast horses were kept

on hire, and the drivers, being well and constantly tipped, were on the

side of the men and hdped them to evade the College officials. The

Professors too took a very lenient view oftheir duties. They said that we

were all going out to India in the Qvil Service and provided we scraped

through College somehow we had a brilliant career before us. It was a

pity to spoil such splendid prospects merely because ofbojnsh freaks. The

‘Prin’ was extremely stem and punished heavily whenever a case was

reported to him, but he made it a rule not to interfere unless the Dean

or some other qualified person reported a num to him, and the easy-

going Dean very seldom did so. *^0 ordinary punishment for cutting

chapel or being out too late was so many lines of Latin or Greek, and

there were several young men living in the cottages on Hertford Heath

who wrote lines at one shilling a hundred for Lafin and half-a-crown for

Gtedc, so the punishment of ‘lines’ practically resolved its^ into a fine

ofthe amnnnt one had to pay for getting them written. As nine-tenths of

the iiTfn had abundant pocket-money the fine was not fislt.
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I was at first very shy and painfully conscious of my poverty and

shabby dodies among all these rich 3rouths, formy fitther, whether fit>m

necessity or on principle, stinted us as much in clothes and podnt-

money as he did in food. I was at length obliged to buy mys^ some
decent clothes and sent him in the bill which he paid with much
reluctance, and wrote very severely to me about it. But I felt myself

emancipated now, and was not so much afraid of him as I had always

been hitherto.

I began also slowly and shyly to make fiiends among my fellow-

students, chiefamong whom was my dear old life-long chum Frec^erick

Eden Elliot. The window of his room on the ground floor looked on

to the sunniest and most frequented comer ofthe Quad, while I had an

upstairs back room iff a rather gloomy situation. I was passing his room
one morning as he was sitting at die open window talkii^ to *Jsck

Hunter’. He dropped a pencil (as he afterwards told me, on purpose)

right in front ofme, and asked me to pick it up for him. I did so, and as

the window was rather too high for me to reach, I went round into the

room to give it to him. The room was tastefully furnished, full of

pictures, cabinets, and knidc-knacks, and he was very cordial and

friendly. The same evening I met him again in Philip Hutchins’s room,

and the conversation turning upon painting and sketching, he invited

me into his room to see some pictures he had, and there for several

hours enchanted me with portfolios full of beautiful water-colour

sketches ofWest Indian scenery. From that night we became fast ftiends

and are so still as I write this forty years later.

Elliot was a short, slight man, but strong, wiry and active. He was of

a sallow complexion with black hair and wonderfully expressive deep

blue, almost violet, eyes. He had the sweetest and most charming

manners of any man I have ever met. He came of a good old Border

family—the Elliots of Minto—^and had an indescribable air of noblesse,

an impertiurbable temper, a ready flow oftalk, a keen and subtle wit, and

an utterly calm and cheerful idleness, unpunctuality and fearless disre-

gard of consequences. He broke all the College rules whenever it suited

him, and took his punishment whenever it befell him sweetly and almost

condescendingly, never being in the slightest degree disconcerted or

abashed and never affecting any concealment. Ifsummoned before the

dreaded ‘Prin’, he would smile courteously and with the tone ofone man

of the world to another admit that he had 'unfortunately omitted’ or

‘unfortunately done’ something that was entirely wrong. But he seldom

got into trouble. Men ofthat sort do not : there is a sort ofspell or diarm

that they carry with them, a tact and readiness that protects them. And
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Aougji no older in years than the rest of us, he had already lived half a
life, and seen more than many men see in a whole lifetime. His father,

Admiral Sir Charles Elliot, was a son of Hugh Elliot, the well-known

ambassador at Berlin, and cousin of Lord Minto. On his mother’s side

he was related to Lord Auckland and to the great naval hero. Lord
Dundonald. Bom at Macao, in China, where his father was then in com-
mand of a British fleet, he was taken when very young to India to visit

his unde. Lord Auckland, then Governor-General. Shortly after this his

father left the Navy and entered the diplomatic service, being attached

in various capadties to several embassies. Thus Fred Elliot lived suc-

cessivdy at Dresden, Naples and Brussels for some years. When he was,

I think, bardy ten years old, his father was appointed Governor of

Bermuda and he went there with his parents. There he met his rdative,

old Lord Dundonald, who took him on his flagship to Halifax, where he

was for some time at school, returning eventually to Bermuda through

the United States. Then he was sent to England where he lived for a

time with Sir Henry Taylor, diplomatist and poet of those days, and

was subsequently sent to Rugby for two years. His father was next

appointed Governor of Trinidad and took his son away from Rugby,

provided him with a private tutor and brought him out to the island

where he remained till he was nineteen. Then family interest was

brought to bear and an appointment in the Indian Civil Service was

secured for him.

It will readily be understood what a mine of delights the society of

such a man as this was to me, but what he can have seen in me to like

has always been a mystery to me. In Trinidad he had been well taught

by an old Creole drawing-master, one Casabon, who had studied in

Paris. Casabon’s water-colour sketches, often oiily half-finished, taien

as he and his pupil rambled through the exquisite scenery of that most

lovely island were a source of endless delight to me. I had a strong

though uncultivated taste for art, and under Elliot’s guidance improved

gready both in drawing and colouring. We used to spend many a

pleasant afternoon sketching in the woods or on the river. We used to

take a boat at the Rye House, pull down the Lea to Ratty’s Lock, then

up the Stort to Roydon where Tennyson’s ‘Gardener’s daughter’ lived

in my imagination, and his dying swan sang, and the Lady of Shalott

sat in her tower (at Nether Hall, an old ruin close by) and ‘waves of

shadow went over the wheat’. We lived on Tennyson in those golden

days.

Haileybury was much broken up into cliques. Elliot and I, with James

Hunter and William Hathaway, formed a small set by ourselves and
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almost always spent the evening together. We were among the quieter

and steadier, though not perhaps the very quietest, sets. The very

quietest consisted of men who were rather ‘goody-goody*, read hard,

kept regular hours, never missed a lecture or a chapel, drank tea vdth

the professors’ wives, and were generally at the head of the term and
took most of the prizes. At the other end of the scale were the young

gentlemen of the ‘Supper Qub’ and other noisy associations, who kept

no sort of hours, gambled, drank, frequented the lupanaria of Hertford

and Ware and generally did whatever was forbidden. Between these two

extremes we held a middle place. We were tolerably regular at lecture

and diapel, never got into any very serious scrapes, did not gamble or

drinkmore thanwas good for us and behaved on tbe whole very decently.

We were sometimes out of G>llege when we ought to have been in, but

this was generally because we had roamed too far on a sketching expe-

dition and bad stopped to dine at some pleasant little roadside or river-

side inn miles off in Essex or Hertfordshire.

On Sundays Elliot and I usually went to Roydon, a pretty village

nestled among trees under a lull on the banks of the Stort. Mr Pyne,

the Rector, took pupils and Elliot had been there for a little while

before he went to Haileybury. We rowed there, tied up our boat at the

foot of the Rectory garden, went to afternoon church, dined with the

hospitable Pynes and rowed back to the Rye House where we had a

parting glass ofbeer with two ofPyne’s pup^, Byng and Johnson, who
had accompanied us so far, and then walked back to College. Arrived

there we went to Elliot’s rooms where the other two joined us and Elliot

would make us a little supper ofdelicacies which his mother used to send

him ftom Trinidad, namely chocolate, cassava cakes, and a peculiarly

delicious jam known as ‘Governor’s plum’ jam. Then we would sit up
till long past midnight discussing art and all sorts of other things.

Our special study in those days was Ruskin’s Modem Painters vdiidi

was just then coming out, over every page and every drawing of which

we would argue for hours. During foe later part of our stay at Hailey-

bury we worked harder than at first and sat in our own rooms readi^

till three or four in foe morning. My health also very greatly improved

owing to the plentiful food and foe open air life and exercise.

In foe long vacation of 1856 Pearson and I went to Paris together,

and spent a ftntnight there. I was delisted with foe trip, and found that

owing to the excellent teaching ofdear old Delille at JVforchant Taylors’

I could talk and understand French very well. I went everyuiiere and

atw evef]rtliing, but Pearson was bored and would not go anyvfoete with

,
me. On our return we travelled via Havre and Southamptm to Baahley
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where Ellen Geuy came and stayed with us. We went for long drives in

die forest taking with us my youn^t brother Harry and her sister

Carry, a lovely child ofabout twelve. They, however, had the good taste

to kei^ as much to themselves as possible and did not interfere with us.

We were now beginning to understand that we were in love with each

other. Pearson did his best to annoy us by trying to flirt with Ellen, but

of course met with no encouragement. He soon led us, much to our

relief, having obtained a commission as Ensign in the 69th Regiment.

Under the purchase system then in force he had to pay £,^00 for his

commission. He joined his regiment at Dorchester. Harry was removed

from Streatham and sent to the newly started public school at Marl-

borough. The Arrogant had been through the naval campaign in the

Baltic and Willie had been under fire at Helsingfors and Bomarsund.

On his return he brought back a Russian helmet and some other small

trophies, and was quite a local hero for the time. His ship was under

orders to take the British ambassador to St Petersburg at the close of

the war, but at the last moment a change had been made and she was

sent off to the West Indies.
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Leaving for India> 1858

On the 25th September 1856my brotherWillie died ofrheumatic fever in

the hospital at Port Royal, Jamaica. My father had been spending a few

days at Bashley and had returned to London by a late train. He readied

Pulteney Street, let himself in by his latchkey, lit his candle at the gas

burner in the hall and went up to his solitary chambers. There on his

writing table he saw a letter with a foreign postmark. He said afterwards

that a sudden fear seized him, he knew not why—a presentiment ofbad

news begotten perhaps ofthe fatigue ofthe journey, the loneliness ofthe

larges gloomy room, the silence ofthe night and the depression caused by

other troubles. For a few moments he was unable to open the letter.

When he did so he read the news ofthe death of his favourite son! The
shock was terrible. Coming as it did on the top of other troubles it com-

pletely broke him. He was never the same man again. It is to that shock

that his friends always traced the origin of the terrible malady that fell

upon him a few years later. Poor Willie! He was only siicteen, a tall, lithe,

handsome boy, with bright brown eyes, full of spirits, dever, and

adventurous. 'Whom the gods love die young.’

My father had experienced a very bitter disappointment shortly before

this. The living of St James’s, Piccadilly, had become vacant owing to

the promotion ofMr Jackson to the see of Lincoln. My father had been

many years in the parish, was very popular there and earnestly desired

the living. Many i^uential parishioners favoured his daim, and for a

time he was sanguine of obtaining it. But for some reason which we
never could fathom it was offered to several people and refused, my
father’s daim being tadtly ignored. Ultimatdy it was accepted by the

Revd J. E. Kempe, an unknown man who, it was said, did not very much
care about having it. My father felt this disappointment very keenly.

Then he began to find that the cost ofkeeping up Bashley was more than

he could bear. He had dung to it in hopes that on getting St James’s he

would be able to keep it up, but now this hope^^anished. The carriage

was put down and severe retrenchments made, and on the night when
he got the news of Willie’s death he had returned to town in order to

consult his lawyers about letting the place.

Wi&iam Burroughs also had about this time returned fix>m Italy,

72



LEAVING FOR INDIA, 1858

where he had been living ever since the gambling scandal.^ He was a
morose, cymcal man, prematurely aged and worn out by excesses. He
exercised an unwholesome, morbid influence over my father, with

whom he constantly associated.

From this sad condition of affairs arose the first hitch in my relations

with Ellen. My father, who had grown very strange and diffic^t to deal

with—at one time profoundly melancholy, at another wildly hilarious

—

suddenly started the theory that it was not proper for a young man and
woman to correspond and go about together unless they were engaged.

I quite agreed with him, and proposed to get over the difficulty by
getting engaged at once. But this did not suit him at all. William Bur-

roughs I t^lieve it was who put the notion into his head that I had a

splendid career before me, and might aspire to the hand of some rich

man’s daughter, even the Governor-General’s. My father discovered

from the Peerage that Lord Dalhousie had a daughter. Lady Susan

Ramsay, and in the maddest way he formed the idea that I had only to

make up to her on my arrival in Calcutta to be at once accepted! It was

marvellcus what a lot ofwild nonsense he would talk about this matter.

Ellen and I had many a hearty laugh over it. Her mother, Mrs Geary,

also objected to our engagement, not indeed from any consistent or

intelligent policy, for she was a vain, selfish, frivolous woman, quite

incapable ofconnected reasoning on any subject. She had been beautiful

when young and had been surrounded by admirers, and could not under-

stand that she was no longer young. She regarded all attentions paid to

anyone but herself as so much deducted from her lawful rights. My
father and Mr Ball paid her extravagant compliments, and she disliked

me because I did not do the same. My father and I spent a great deal

of our time at Putney. I in fact managed to stay there whenever I could

get a day or two away from Haileybury. Henry Geary, the eldest son,

was a dull, pompous youth, very proud of having been through the

Crimean campaign, and affeaed to look on me as a schoolboy though

he was only three months older than me. But Alfred Geary and his

friend, Robert Hamilton, were great friends of mine and made up with

Ellen a delightful little party which I was always happy to join.

In 1857 my father again tried to separate us, but this time I induced

Mrs Geary to sanction my engagement to Ellen and my father reluc-

tantly gave his consent. The year 1857 passed by happily enough. I was

thoroughly happy at dear old Haileybury with Elliot and our other two

chums. I liked the work and the life. I was extremely happy at the Platt

House with Ellen, and happier still when I could get her down to

^ See p. 40,
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Buhley to wsnder about the New Forest with me. We had diea no

carriage and the narrowness ofour means was radier painfully obvious,

but love made up for evetything.

In the summer we heard the news of the outbreak of the mutiny in

India, and as one ofthe victims of Delhi was the *Prir's’ daughter, and

many others had relations in that country, the event produced a deeper

impression than outside events usually cUd. There was a general day of

Humiliation prescribed for the whole Kingdom, on which Mdvill

preached a sermon such as it is not often given to us to hear. The old

grey head bowed in sorrow, the tough but beautifully modulated voice

and the majestic eloquence of the preacher who at last in one awful

burst ofpassionate oratory hid his face in his hands and wept aloud—all

this made an impression not to be effaced ftom the memory.

So also in Oaober the news of the taking of Delhi reached us and

was celebrated by a general illumination, after which we made a big

bonfire in the Qi^ and sat round it singing and drinking half through

the night. One consequence of the Mutiny was that many Bengal

civilians lost their lives, and to fill the vacant places men who had been

previously destined' for the Madras and Bombay Presidencies were

transferred to Bengal. I had been a Bombay man and Elliot a Madras

man; vte were now both transferred to Bengal.

The first batch of men appointed to the Indian Qvil Service by the

new system of competition bad gone out to India in 1856, thus getting

two years start of us, so that the two systems were working side by side.

The Directors of the East India Company were determined that their

system of appointment by nomination should die brilliantly and had

exercised an unusual care in selecting men ofpromise from the principal

public schook for the last term. The competition for medals and prizes

in this term was consequently very keen and some six or seven men were

woridng bard against each other. Elliot, in his sweetly ingenuous insouci-

ance, announced that he would be satisfied with a place not lower than

half-way down the list, while I was led by my own ambition and by the

often rq)eated exhortations ofmy father and Dr Hessey to try for a high

place, lliere were seven subjects—Classics, Mathematics, Law, Political

Economy, Sanskrit, Persian and Hindustani. The first man in each of

these would get a gold medal, the second a prize. I certainly did worit

unconunonly hard during the last halfofthat year; and eventually came
out fourth out of a term of thirty-two men, getting the gold mc^ for

Persian, prizes in Sanskrit and Gkssics, and being diird or fimrth in all

of tibe other subjects ezoqpt, alasi Maihematics, which, ever since the

StBMtham days, had been a sore stumbling blodc to me. Itwas generally
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tfaougjit that if I had not got such low marks in mathematics I should
have been Head of the Term. C. E. Bernard was first, Philip Hutchins
second. Elliot was tenth or twelfth.

On the 7th December the prizes were distributed by the Chairman of
the Directors before a distinguished company. It was our last day at

the old place. After the prizes followed a sumptuous lunch. My father

and many other parents and friends of the men were present. Then
came a ^ty packing up, a last run round the old fiuniliar scenes,

handshakings, tips to the servants and last farewells to dear old Hailey.

How often both then and since have we quoted those lines from

Thomson’s ‘Castle of Indolence’:

The Castle hight of Indolence

And its false luxurie;

Where for a little time, alas!

We lived right jollily.

Although the discipline was shamefully lax, and the moral standard very

low, the Haileybury men in most cases turned out well in India, and our

having been two years together gave us a camaraderie which the Com-
petition men had not.

The next two months were spent in preparing my outfit and saying

good-bye to relations and friencb. I had also to sign the ‘Covenant’ with

the East India Company which made me a ‘Covenanted Civil Servant’,

as we are called in India. Over this a difficulty crose. This remarkable

document, a survival from the days when the Company was only a body

oftraders, begins with the words ‘This indenture’ between the Honour-

able East India Company ofthe one part and John Beames of the other.

It goes on to stipulate that the said Company admits the said J.B. into its

Civil Service in the Bengal establishment and covenants to grant him

such pay promotions pension and so forth as the rules and practice of

the Service provide, and the said J.B. agrees to a long string of con-

ditions for the most part obsolete and impracticable. It has to be accom-

panied by a security bond executed by two sureties, one the said J.B.’s

father in the sum of £1,000 and the other anyone else for the sum of

£4,000. The whole thing was entirely a matter ofform as the conditions

of the covenant had been framed in days when circumstances existed

which had long ceased to exist, so that it was next to impossible for

anyone either to keep it or break it. But my father did not know this and

he suddenly took a step which surprised us dll. He refused to sign the

bond unless I promised not to marry Ellen till I bad been two years in

Indid» hoping, as I soon learnt, diat I should forget her when I got to
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India and make a more advantageous match. Lady Susan Ramsay was,

as we used to say half*jokingIy, half-bitterly, evidently in his mind. So
there arose great searchings ofheart. Mr Ball and Mrs Geary advised me
to resist, but Ellen and I felt that this was useless, so at last, sadly and

reluctantly, I yielded and gave the required promise. The second surety

was an old clergyman, a friend ofmy father’s, the Revd J. F. Stainforth,

Rector of a city parish, who had been in his youth in the Company’s

Bengal Cavalry, the famous old 'light blue and silver’, now no more,

though its gallant exploits live in history. The Covenant was signed on

the 7th January 1858 and from that date began my long service under

Company and Crown.

My passage was taken in the P & O steamer Pera^ one of their newest

vessels. She was a ship of 2,000 tons which was thought in those days

very large. I naturally spent most of my time at Putney with Ellen and

many were the discussions and arrangements between us as to our

future. Mrs Geary was ill in bed, and we had thus much opportunity of

being alone together, though with characteristic selfishness she tried to

keep Ellen as much as possible in her sickroom attending on her. Good
old Mrs Ball, however, a worthy but low-born, commonplace woman,

who was severely snubbed and neglected both by Mrs Geary and Mr
Ball, came to the rescue and took Ellen’s place in the sickroom as much
as Mrs Geary would let her.

At last the parting came. On the 6th February we met in my father’s

study in Pulteney Street and kneeling down prayed God to keep us faith-

ful to each other and unite us again when the two years were over. The
next morning, after saying good-bye to my mother, I left for Southamp-

ton accompanied hy my father, and at two o’clock went on board the

Pera^ which soon aner moved slowly out ofdock. As he left me my father

kissed me and wrung my hand. Our hearts were too full for words. As
the great ship slowly made her way round the pierhead I saw his burly

figure pushing his way through the crowds, caught a glimpse ofhis face,

pale with extreme emotion, heard his stentorian voice shout, 'God bless

you!’ and shouted back a 'God bless you!’ in return. In a few seconds he

was lost to sight. It was the last time I ever saw him. With all his stern-

ness and even at times (as I thought) injustice I loved him very dearly.

He was my most truly cherished, honoured and regretted friend and

companion. As he himself often said, he was the father not only of my
body but of my mind. It is to his long-continued care and stern self-

denial that I and my brbthers owe the education which enabled us to

take such excellent places in the battle of life, and I felt the parting from

him deeply.
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But most feelings were for the time swallowed up in the rapture of

behig free and going out into the world independent. As we passed down
the Solent I saw all the places known to me during my youth: Beacon

Bunny where we used to bathe, Chewton where I had sighed for Agnes

Marryat, HighclifF Castle, and lastly the tower of Christchurch Minster.

Then the sea began to be too much for me. I went below and knew no

more.

The next five days passed like a horrid dream; we were caught in a

violent storm in the Bay of Biscay and I lay sick unto death as it seemed,

watching the light which came in through the porthole making a little

round spot on the cabin wall which rose and fell as the vessel rolled,

while occasionally a rush and a shiver with a gleam ofgreen light showed

that some larger wave than usual had washed over us. I believe we were

in some danger but I was too ill to care for anything. At last we sighted

Cape Finisterre, and the sea got calmer. I recovered, managed somehow
to get into my clothes and crawled on deck. Next morning, before a stiiT

breeze, we steamed gaily into the Straits of Gibraltar. It was charming;

the air was bright and fresh, men and houses, the giant rock with its guns

peeping out of the lines of embrasures cut in the face of the cliff, the

gardens, the shops, everything that met the eye was new and delightful.

It was the beginning of a new life.

The voyage to India by a P & O steamer is now so familiar to every-

one that Aere is no need to enter into details. I will merely mention a

few of the incidents. At Gibraltar there came on board a party of

Spaniards bound for Manila, and two of them had berths in my cabin,

Don Manuel Reyes and Don Francis de Yriarte. With these noble and

amiable hidalgos I foregathered immensely, and Don Manuel, aided by

one of his friends, Don Antonio Morales, began to teach me Spanish.

I took great interest in this, being always fond of languages, and by the

time they left us at Ceylon I had picked up a considerable amount of

knowledge of the language.

At Malta we witnessed the Camaval and took part in the fun. At

Alexandria we landed and went by rail to Cairo where we waited a short

time for the passengers from Marseilles. Here I met dear old Elliot, to

our mutual delight. There was also a delightful little Swedish artist

named Lundgren^ on board with whom Elliot and I consorted, watched

' Lundgren was going out to India to make sketches of the principal scenes in

the Mutiny for Prince Albert. He made a capital sketch of me by the by,

reading on deck. I have it still—it is a good likeness of me as I was then. Lund-

gren talked German, French, Spanish and English fluently. Only his ptonunda-

tion was sometimes queer. He said ‘yoUy* for ‘jolly*, and ‘ahveduli* for ‘awful*.
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him sketch and got much valuable advice from him about our own
sketdies. We sketched of course everything we had time for all the way
out.

We left Cairo early in the morning by train but, after an hour’s

joumqr, the railway suddenly left off in the middle of the desert. Our
baggage was put on camels led by Abraham, Isaac and Jacob living in

the flesh, and the passengers were dosely padked into small green omni-

buses on two whe^ drawn by mules, six ofus in each. There was a long

procession of them, and they plunged and jolted most uncomfortably.

We reached dirty Suez as the sun was setting and after a wretched fly-

haunted meal in the bare caravanserai of an hotd went on board the

Bengaly a large, roomy old tub ofa vessd long since broken up. Elliot and

I had the same cabin and Lundgren was next to us. It was a sleepy,

languorous life we led on board this slow, old ship bat we were very

happy sketching and talking art and travel with Lundgren; talking

Spanish with Morales, Yriarte and Reyes, and French with M. D’Har-

court and his family. He was going out as Governor of some French

colony, I forget which. Thus we passed bumt-up Aden, green Ceylon,

straggling Madras, and finallyon the 16thMarch landed atGardenReach,

Calcutta, after a voyage ofdose on six weeks. The first view of Cdcutta

impressed us very much, the long rows of shipping, the lines of statdy

white houses of the *City of Palaces’, and the beautiful villas with their

luxuriant gardens composed an attractive picture. Several old Hailey-

bury comrades came to meet us, and thus full oflife and spirits buoyant

with hope and exdtement, eager to begin my new career, I landed in

India on that i6th ofMai^ 1858.
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CHAPTER VI

Calcutta, 1858-1859

When we landed in Calcutta the Mutiny was not yet crushed. Lord
Canning, the Governor-General, was living at Allahabad and Mr John
Peter Grant, President of the Council, was ruUng in his place in Cal-

cutta. Everyone was in terror of the sepoys, who, in contempt of all

geographical arguments, were supposed to be on the point of making a
raid upon Calcutta at every moment.

Elliot and I went, on landing, to D. Wilson’s Hotel (now called the

Great Eastern), a large, stuffy, vulgar, noisy place permeated with a mixed
odour of cookbg and stale tobacco. We could not stand it for long and
were advised to take rooms in a boarding-house. Fortunately we
obtained rooms at the best house ofthe kind in Calcutta—^Miss Wright’s,

3 Middleton Street—a large, comfortable house, where we obtained on
the first floor a vast, airy, handsomely furnished sitting-room about the

size of a church in England, with two spacious bedrooms. For this we
paid the modest sum of rupees 300 (£30) a month including board. We
had to keep our own servants besides. My salary I found was to be

Rs 333 3a 3p, equal to £33 4s. od a month or ^£400 a year. Out of this

I had to pay my half share of the rent of our rooms, Rs 150, about

Rs 50 for ibxec servants, a bearer or valet, a khidmatgar or footman, and

a mehtar or sweeper, and I had ofcourse to buy my own wine and beer

and my dothes. The income, though not large for so expensive a place

as Calcutta, would have been suffident with economy. But we had

ndther of us the sli^test idea of economy. We were teth utterly in-

experienced in the management of money, I from never having had

any, and Elliot from always having had as much as he liked to ask

for.

We took our meals at the public table where we made the acquaintance

of a number of very pleasant people. Boarding-houses, which axe very

numerous in Calcutta, are like private holds in England with the addi-

tion of the public table. People holding the highest positions in society

who wish to avoid the trouble and expense of keeping up an estaUish-

in one of the vast, palatial houses of Calcutta with the troops of

servants and odier expe^to which it involves, often take a suite ofrooms

at a good boarding-house. Bachelors of all ages especially fiwour these
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comfortahle refuges for the homeless where they are well cared for and

looked after. They are always kept by women of the middle dass, sudi

as would be found in the position of housekeepers or matrons of an

institution at home. Of those whom I have known most were widows;

one was the widow of a pilot, another of an indigo planter, a third of a

captain in the merchant service. These good ladies are very kind to

young bachelors, look after them when ill, get their clothes made and

mended, help them to get servants, talk the language for them to natives

when they cannot do so themselves, and generally do their best to give a

home-like tone to their establishments. Miss Wright was a cheery, fat old

maid, the daughter ofa newspaper editor, deceased, who had left her this

and some other houses in Cdcutta. She was also part proprietor of the

Englishmany the leading newspaper in Bengal.

The first thing we did was to report our arrival to Colonel Lees,

Secretary to the Board of Examiners, who informed us that we were

attached to the North-West Provinces and would have to pass an exami-

nation in Persian and Hindi, for which purpose a native tutor or munshi^

would be assigned to each of us. An imaginary institution called the

College of Fort William, consisting of Colonel Lees v/ho conducted the

examinations and a staff of native tutors, was supposed to exist and

certain high officials constituted nominally a Board of Examiners, but

their duties, as far as I have ever been able to ascertain, were non-

existent. Each young Qvilian on his arrival was supposed to have a

munshi from the College assigned to him, and the Government paid the

munshi thirty rupees a month. But the number of munshis was too

small for the number of Civilians; each munshi therefore took several

pupils—^three was, I believe, the number to which he was limited. At

any rate three was the highest number for whom he could draw the

allowance in any one month. Moreover there were three or four ofthese

men who were much better teachers than the others and were therefore

much sought after. A man who wanted to pass quickly or to pass with

honours had to secure one ofthese three or four, and as their sanctioned

number of pupils was always full we had to pay them out of our own

^ It will be as well to remark here once for all that in using Hmdustani words,

those that have become to a great degree naturalized in English will be spelt in

the conventional form in current use. Such words as Raja (prince). Zemindar
(landed proprietor), ryot (peasant), jungle (forest or bush), punkah (fkn), loot

(plunder), are now well known and it would be pedanuc to sp^ them according

to the scientific system of transliteration. Words however which have not been
naturalized, many of which I shall have to use, will be spelt correctly and where
necessary their meaning will be explained. Only occasionally will it be necessary

to msert accents or other diacritical marks . The same rule vdll apply to names of

plioes.
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podcets. This is one of the muddles so common in Admini-
strations everywhere.

A few days after my arrival a fat old Bengali gentleman miird on me,
and gave his name as Hari Prosad Dutt. He said he was the best mnnithi

in the Coll^ and as he had heard that I had taken the Persian inHwl at

Haileybury he, and he only, claimed the honour of being my miinshi

As, however, his list was full I should have to pay him out of my own
pocket, but he promised to ^ve me the first vacancy that occurred. On
asking some of the men who had been some time in Calcutta I was
strongly advised to agree to this, which I did. Hari Babu then put a

Persian book before me and asked me to translate at sight. This I did

quite correctly. I also translated correctly an English exercise into

Persian. On this he assured me that I should certainly pass the first time

I went up. An examination was held on the first ofevery month. I went

up and was plucked! Hari Babu was full ofindignation. He said he had

seen my papers and there was only one very slight mistake—hardly in

fact a mistake at all, merely the use ofa wordm a sense which was some-

what antiquated. He then told me this was a favourite trick of Lees’.

He often refused to pass a man who was perfectly competent, because

he had only been a month in India, holding that no one was fit to be

passed who had not had longer training under his College munshis. This

disgusted me and for some months I idled considerably and did not

finally pass in Persian till my fourth month. Elliot ako had a munshi but

as he was new to Persian, or nearly so, not having paidmuch attention to

it at Haileybury, he did not make much progress.

We usually got up between five and six in the morning and sat in our

sleeping jackets and pyjamas on the veranda having tea. Then we dressed

in riding breeches and went for a ride till seven. We usually rode on the

maidan, the broad plain round which Calcutta is built, but sometimes

went for long scrambling rides in the country. EUiot was an excellent

rider and could sit any horse. He rather liked a vicious or troublesome

horse. I used to accuse him of liking to show off his skill, which made

him very angry. At seven we came in and got into pyjamas again. Many
ofourdd Haileybuiy fiiends would drop in and our cool, shady veranda

was full of men drinking tea, smoking, reading the papers or letters,

talking, lau^iing and enjoying themselves. At nine the chota haziri

party broke up and we went to have our baths, put on dean clothes and

went down to breakfast. This was rather an elaborate meal consisting of

fish, mutton chops, cutlets or other dishes ofmeat, curry and rice, bread

and jam and lots offruit—oranges, plantains, lichis, pineapples, papitas,

nr pnmindMt—afsmrding to geagon. Some drank tea but most ofUS had
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iced duet and water. After diis we letumed to our rooms and woifced It

languages tin twdve. The munshis appeared and read with us one hour

each, dafly. About twdve we usually went out dthu in a buggy or a

palki, custom having appointed this, the hottest time of the day, Sot

making calls. Buggies are sddom now seen in Calcutta, the present

generation preferring dog-carts. But a buggy has a hood whidi a dog-

cart hu not, and it is therefore more suited for going out in the middle

of the day. It is a light gig on two wheels with a hood. I bought one

second-hand but in good condition, with horse and harness, for Rs 750

GC75)> Elliot also had one. We eadi had, besides, a saddle horse.We went

out at twdve and made a round of calls on the prindpd ladies in the

feshionaUe quarter of Cdcutta-^-Cho^ringhee. We were often asked to

stop to tiffin (lunch) at some one or other of these houses. If not we
returned to 3 Middleton Street for that med. This was also an elaborate

med of soup, hot meat, curry and rice, cheese and dessert, with claret

or beer. After this we fdt (naturally) lazy and drowsy and lay about idly

dozing—a sort of siesta in fact—under the punkah. About five o’do(h

we got up and dressed, for during the heat ofthe afternoon a good ded
ofdothi^ had been dispensed'with. Then we ordered our horses and

rode on to the course. This is a n»d dong the banks ofthe river; on one

side of it were the Eden Gardens, not then so well cared for as now,

vdiere the band played. All the rank and feshion of the town collected

here in carriages or on horseback. Round the Eden Gardens there was

at that time a turf road for riders. The remains of it are there still but

in 1858 it was longer, wider and more frequented than npw. After meet-

ing our numerous firiends and acquaintances, and having a canter round

once or twice we dismounted at the bandstand and went and talked to

the ladies in their carriages whidi were drawn up in rows, or fetched

them ices from a refreshment pavilion in the gardens. We got home to

dinner at half past seven and were generally in bed by nine unless,

which often happened, we were invited to dine out or to a ball.

This method of life was certainly expensive, and though we did not

know it at the time we were both getting into debt. So were all our

contenqioraries, and so had been many generations of Hail^buty men
before us. It was die fiiult to a great extent ofthe absurd system vriiidi

was then in force, by which all the young Civilians werek^ for a time

in Calcutta *to learn the languages', as it was phrased. This was not only

unnecessary but led to their wasting their time and getting into debt In

those days it was not the custran for all the hi^ officials and ridi non-

officials to desert Calcutta Sot die hill-stations as they do now, from

Matdi to November every year. Simla and Datjeding, Mnsoone and
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OotKamund, had only tecendy been disoovoed and very few houses
had been built there. There were very few railwa3rs, so it was not easy

toget to them, and theP&O steamers did not run so often as they do
now, so it was not so easy to get to Hnginmt Consequently the upper
classes of society lived in Calcutta all the year round, and ridi mm
inhabited, and dispensed a lavish hospitality in, the palatial houses of

Chowringhe^ which ate now turned for ihe most part into boarding-

houses and offices. The young Haileybury men were, in very many
instances, related to the hi^ officials, and even if they were not, their

position as members ofthe Covenanted Qvil Service secured for them a

teady admission into the best society. The Qvil Service was in those

days an aristocracy in India, and we were thejeunesse dorie thereof. We
were invited everywhere and dined out three or four times a wedc besides

numerous lundi and garden parties. Mamas angled for us for their

daughters for, as the phrase then went, we were ‘worth three hundred a

year dead or alive’.^ Then of course we had all sorts of amusements

among ourselves. Men met to play, and for high stakes too; they had
Hinnw parties, billiard-playing parties at the Bengal & United Service

Qubs, cricket, horse-tadng, steeple chases andmany other less reputable

diversions. It was not surprising that they did not work very hard. And
Colonel Lees made matters worse, for instead of doing his best to pass

men and get them away ftom vhat my father called ‘that unwholesome

Capua’, Calcutta, he plucked them one examination after another and

so l»pt them there longer. When a man had been plucked twice or diree

times running as I was, on each occasion for one trifling mistake, he

naturally lost all interest in his wori: and turned to the numerous attrac-

tions of sodeiy. Thus it came to pass that hardly any man left Calcutta

without getting heavily into debt; a man was said to have ‘tumed*the

comer’ whose debts exceeded one lakh ofrupees (£,iojyoo). And all this

while they were not really learning the languages. They had mostly

learned these languages as fir as they could be learnt ftom books at

Haileybury, and it would have been better to have sent them at once, on

arrival in India, to some station in the interior vhete they could live

amooig the natives and leam to speak the languages finm hearing them

speak. This is vdiat they do now, and ifthey had done it in our time it

would have saved many a man ftom life-long indebtedness and misery.

In the first writing of diis narrative in 1875 I inserted here a long

Awteriptinn of Qdcutts as it was in 1858 whm I landed diere. But on
t This means diat a Civilian’s pqr on first entering tibe Service was eiutpoeed

to be Cyoo a year (in fiwt it was rather mote) and his widow’s pensiaa is

a year, so tiwt a woasan vriio manied Urn would be sure of£900 a year whether

he died or lived.
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nwling it over i^iin sow in 1896 it oocun to me that die dty has

dianged veiy litde in all diose yean. It is nther bigger, new houses have

been buih in between the old ones; doda, railway stations and bonded

wardrouses have sprung up; the place is more crowded, infinitdy

deaner, and perhaps more statdy than it was. But the general features

are not very much dianged. It is still the somewhat sleepy, statdy,

palatial dty widi its wide, park-like maiHati, broad streets, huge vdiite

houses and enervating atmosphere. Gay and busy for three months, from
December to March, dull drowsy and empty for the rest of the year.

Thanks to Messn Cook & Co and the ‘increased ftdlities of com-

munication* India is now so well known that a description of Calcutta

is unnecessary. I therefore omit what I wrote in 1875.

Elliot and I idled our time away in this pleasant place for some three

months when Miss Wright gave up her boarding-house and we all had

to turn out. We todt rooms temporarily at Schoenerstedt*s Hotd, a dark,

stuffy place in a cul-de-sac leading out of Tank Square. The diange

from the airy rooms in Chowringhee to the dose business part of the

town disagreed with us and we both got our first attadc of fever. The
smells in this part of the town were exceeding awful and unimaginably

disgusting. They are nearly as bad now thougb the sanitation ofCalcutta

as a whole has immensdy improved. As we lay tossing in the heat the

great adjutants looked down on us from the tops of adjacent houses

which rose high around us shutting out the air. The adjutant is a

gigantic crane with a beak some three feet long, a bald head, evil grey

eyes, and a huge crop ofred crinkled flesh hanging down in front—alto-

C^er a loathsome bird. They nest in the great forests called the Sun-

darbans between Calcutta and the sea, and used in those days to frequent

Calcutta in large numbers, especially during the rainy season. They, the

crows, and the jackals, were in those days the licensed scavengers ofthe

chy. Very few of them are seen in Calcutta now, a testimony to the

greater cleanliness of the place. In our sidmess we were attended by
Mrs Howe, whose acquaintance we had made at 3 Middleton Street.

Mrs Howe vras a typical Calcutta character and as sudi merits descrip-

tion. She was a half-caste or, as she preferred to call herself, a Eurasian,

old and ugfy in free but had probably been good-loddng v4ien young

andhad still a tall, fine, well-shaped body. Shewas die wifeofa gentleman

who apdee of himself habitually as ‘Captain Enery Ow*. He had been

skipper of a merchant vessel, one of those once very numerous sailing

ships that plied betweoi Calcutta, Singapore and Hong^naig—but are

now superseded by steamers the British India and other Con^wnies.

He was, when we knew him. Master Attendant the Fbrt ofGdcntta.
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A very strikiiigly handsome, pleasant-mannered man, but very illiterate

and rather coarse in his language. The Calcutta half-castes are for the
most part a lazy, immoral, useless set; but there are exceptions to the rule

and one does occasionally meet with an honest and industrious half-

caste. Some among them too are wealthy and occupy high and respect-

able positions in society. Mrs Howe was one ofthe good specimens. She
was very charitable and indefatigable in sbliciting contributions for her

many good works from the rich Europeans. She was the centre and
leading spirit in all the benevolent schemes and institutions then existing

in Calcutta and spent hours every day driving about in her large shabby

old barouche with a pair of jobbed horses carrying help to the poor,

begging for them or writing letters on their behalf. She had an immense
crowd of women hangers-on, old and young, mostly of the Portuguese

section, who are the idlest, loosest, and most improvident of the half-

caste community. These 'high-bom beggars’ who bore the lofty names
of Da Souza, D’Almeida, Da Silva, D’Rosario, Da Cruz and the like,

sponged upon her unmercifully and for them she slaved cheerfully. The
old lady was romantic and sentimental; ‘dear Mr Elliot’ and ‘dear Mr
Beames’ were model young men in her eyes, and were constantly being

introduced by her to slight, graceful, coffee-coloured young ladies with

Portuguese names in want of an income and a position in society. She

was much distressed when I told her I was already engaged, and

though she did not even then give up all hope of entangling me she

devoted her principal efforts to capturing ‘dear Mr Elliot’, who, as she

poetically observed, had such ‘Raffaelesque eyes’.

Calcutta was full of refugees from the upper provinces; English

officers and their wives who had escaped with their lives, but with the

loss of every scrap of their property, from the stations where the native

troops had mutinied. One b<^y of these excited deep sympathy. It

consisted entirely of ladies and children who had escaped from stations

in Oudh. The husbands ofmany ofthem had been killed, those ofothers

were detained on service. These poor creatures, after spending several

months in the fort of Allahabad, had been sent down to Calcutta by

steamer. They had been in many cases obliged to flee for their lives only

half-dressed, and reached Calcutta in a state of complete destitution.

That noble, gentle-hearted woman. Lady Canning, provided a house

for them, and called Mrs Howe to her aid. She went round to all the

Englishwomen in Calcutta and collected not only money, but old

clothes, and undcT-lincn pf aU kinds. She might be seen in all comers

ofthe town day after day with the old barouche piled high with cloth-

ing, which she then distributed to the poor refugees. Then she would
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cany them oflf to the shops, and make them happy by buying gowns

and bonnets for them.

There was also at No. i Little Russell Street a hospital temporarily

fitted up for the reception ofwounded officers. We used to accompany

Mrs Howe there to visit and cheer up these poor fellows. Some of

them were horribly wounded. One man in the Rifles had lost his left

arm, and four fingers of his right hand, besides having a sabre cut

across his forehead. He, like many more, had been saved by the devo-

tion of his native servant. By degrees, all the ladies and officers were

shipped off to England and Mrs Howe had to seek other channels for

her charity.

About tffis time Captain Howe induced me to become a Mason, and I

was duly initiated in Lodge 'Star of the East’, No. 8o, of which he was

Master. Elliot and I also became Volunteers. The volunteer movement
was in full force in Calcutta and in all the large stations in India. It

was of course strictly confined to Europeans. In Calcutta we had a fine

force of Artillery, Cavalry and Infantry. Elliot and I were in the

Artillery and learnt to handle a gun pretty well by dint of constant

practice. Our uniform was a white helmet with a dark blue 'pagri* or

roll of muslin round it, blue tunic with red facings, white corduroy

breeches and dragoon boots up to the knee. Elliot and I were drivers

and rode the two leaders of the four half-broken Cabulee horses which

dragged our light six-pounder howitzer. In the Cavalry each gentle-

man trooper rode his own horse. It was a handsome little troop, com-

manded by Colonel Montague Turnbull. Dear old 'Monty’ as he was

called was a great racing man, a shining light of the Calcutta turf, and

a general favourite, being a genial, kind-hearted old fellow. His wife

was a daughter of Colonel Apperley, a writer on sporting matters well

known under the nom de plume of 'Nimrod’. She was a splendid rider

and a good artist. She used to paint large pictures of dogs and horses,

and her compound at 'The Hermitage’ in Alipore was an asylum for

old and broken-down animals of every description.

We knew everybody in the higher circles of Calcutta society, and the

summer wore away pleasantly enough. In those days, as I said before,

it had not become the custom for everyone who could get away to rush

off to the hills as soon as the weather became warm, leaving Calcutta

almost empty. The members ofthe Government of India and the heads

ofsociety stayed in Calcutta all the year round and life was very pleasant

there in consequence. I wrote to fiilherand to Ellen occasionally and got

tolerably frequent letters from them. I fear, however, I rather neglected

them both. Not that I was indifferent but that I was. a little carried
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away by the attractions of my new position^ and I had no regrets for

England. Both my father anct Ellen were constantly urging me to leave

Calcutta and go up-country to begin the real work of my profession.

They both seemed to think I was wilfully idling away my time, and I

could not make them see that it was not in my power to go till I was
allowed by Colonel Lees to pass.

Most of our Haileybury contemporaries as well as the Competition-

wallahs (as they were called, who had been appointed under the new
system of open competition) completed their studies and were sent off

to their stations in the mofussil^ by about September. Only a few of us

lingered on; Elliot and I moved back into our old quarters at 3 Middle-

ton Street where the Howes and all the old lot had then returned. I

passed at last in Persian with honours and got a gold medal, the second

I had gained for that beautiful language. I then had to take up Hindi

and this compelled me to stay some months longer in Calcutta. It was

now October. Henry Geary, Ellen’s eldest brother, came to India in

command of a small detachment of Artillery and went up country to

Gonickpore where fighting was still going on against the remaining

bands ofmutinous sepoys. We were very glad to see him and he seemed

to enjoy our society.

Then we had an entirely new sensation. We made the acquaintance

of Chaloner Alabaster, a clever little man in the Chinese Diplomatic

Corps. He was living in a big half-furnished house—one of those huge

palaces, half in ruins, situated in the remains of spacious grounds half

overgrown with jungle that one so often sees in the neighbourhood of

Calcutta. This was at Tollygunj, and in it was living the Chinese man-

darin, Yeh, who had recently been made prisoner at Canton and sent in

charge of Alabaster to Calcutta. Yeh himself, with whom we had one

interview, was not interesting; a tall, fat, hideous Chinaman with scanty

beard and moustache, rolled up in a sort of dressing-gown oflight blue

flowered silk, he grunted out a few words in answer to our remarks

which Alabaster interpreted. He refused to see the sights of Calcutta or

even to leave his house, alleging that there could be nothing in the

land of the barbarians worthy of his notice. But his aide-de-camp, Lam,

was a merry young fellow who gave us capital dinners after the Chinese

fashion and made jokes, and drank neat brandy like water, and amused

us in many ways.

^‘Mofussil', properly ‘mufessal’, is an Arabic word meaning ‘scattered*,

‘separated* anH in Ao^o-Indian slang is used to denote the rural parts of India,

die interior of the oountry in general as distinguished from Calcutta, Bombay
and other capitals. It is the ‘country* as distinguished from ‘the town*.
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With Alabaster I went one day to call on Lady Birch, wife ofGeneral

Sir Richard Birch, Military Secretary to Lord Canning. The General

was still at Allahabad with the Governor-General, but we saw Lady

Birch, an aged half-caste ofvast rotundity, and her two lovely daughters.

Emily, the elder, was in ill-health, but Louisa, the other, was very active,

bright and clever. *Lulu’, as she was called, became a great friend of

mine; we used to ride together, and talk on all sorts of subjects. Both

girls had been well educated in London and Paris, they spoke French,

Italian and German, sang and played admirably. We used to go for

excursions to the Botanical Gardens and elsewhere and return to

delightful little suppers at their house. Lulu and I read German to-

gether and talked ‘geist’. We sketched and discoursed on Ruskin and

art. Men said in after times that this was flirting. I did not so regard it.

I told her I was engaged to Ellen Geary and she told me she was also

engaged to a Captain Baker who was at Haidarabad. We agreed that

there was no reason why we should not be good friends all the same.

She was very religious, and my own religious feelings were passing at

that time through a stage of excitement and enthusiasm, so we talked a

great deal about religion, and certainly no conversation about love, and

for my part at least, no ideas of love-making ever obtruded themselves.

There was a man named Thomas, an opium and indigo merchant, who
was in some way connected with the Birches, who was always hanging

about the house. He was a fat, flabby, overdressed, purse-proud snob;

loud and vulgar, but good-natured and always ready to help poor old

Lady Birch in her housekeeping difficulties during Sir Richard’s

absence. He was fond of dropping in on Lulu and me in our quiet tete

d tite conferences. Whenever she got enthusiastic on some subject and

would look into my eyes with that deep, flashing, yet tender look which

the half-caste woman can so readily assume, blond, plump Thomas
would suddenly stroll up and, looking blankly into space, utter the

word ‘Harris’ and disappear. Lulu would look like an angry tigress for

a second, bite her lips, and hiss out some violent words of contempt.

One day I asked her what was meant by this word ‘Harris’ and she

told me that Thomas used it to remind her of her absent lover. Even to

unsuspecting me the explanation seemed hardly satisfactory, as the

lover’s name was not Harris, but Baker. Long afterwards I learnt that

Lulu had been engaged to several men but had thrown them over one

after the other. Thomas himself had been so jilted by her in favour of

one ‘Harris’ who was also rejected in his turn. Thomas now thought,

or affected to think, that she was trying to ‘Harris’ Captain Baker in

favour of me.
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Lord Canning with all his secretaries and staff returned to Calcutta

in the first week of November and on the 9th of that month took place

the memorable ceremony by which Queen Victoria assumed the

Government of India and the Honourable East India Company ceased

to exist. Elliot and I attended the ceremony on duty as volunteer

Artillery men and sat on our horses with our gun behind us in the com-
pound of Government House while the proclamation was read. It was a

gorgeous sight, and so were the illuminations and fireworks that fol-

lowed for two nights, though the fireworks were somewhat spoiled by
the sudden blowing up of thousands of rockets before they were in-

tended to. For nine days and nights there was a ceaseless A^hirl of excite-

ment; balls, parties, durbars and reviews. Everyone was more or less

crazy and no one did any work. I fancy the outburst was due more to a

sense of relief that the mutiny was at an end, than to any real preference

for the Queen’s Government over the Company’s. Indeed, many old

officers openly said that we should not be long in finding that we had

lost a good master in old John Company, and not got so good a one in

Her Majesty’s Ministers. Undoubtedly the good old Company was a

very considerate master, and looked well after its own servants whatever

may be thought of its merits as a ruling power in India.

With old Sir Richard Birch, who returned to Calcutta with the

Viceroy (as the Governor-General was now for the first time called),

I soon became a favourite. He was a ^arge, fair-haired man, very stout

and unable, from an old wound, to ride or walk. I used to go and sit

with him of an evening while his wife and daughters went for their

drive, and I learnt a great deal about the upper provinces from his con-

versation.

Elliot had left Calcutta and gone up-country in November, and I

now longed to go too. During December and January I worked hard

and got a Degree ofHonour in Hindi with a prize of Rs 800 (£80). My
father, though sensible of the value of the medal and prize, and rather

hoping that I should throw over Ellen for the daughter of a General

and K.C.B., had constantly urged me to try and get away from Calcutta,

and so had Ellen. Elliot’s letters from his new distria were full of the

charm of mofussil life, and finally I resolved to stay no longer, I might

have stayed and gone in for higher honours still, but I was getting rather

tired of the aimless existence and determined to bring it to a close. So

I reported that J did not wish to go in for any more honours and wished

to join my district. In a few days I got orders to go to Benares and report

myself there, but before I could start I received fresh orders coimtcr-

manding the previous ones and directing me to proceed at once to
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Lahore and report myself to the Chief Commissioner of the Punjab.

As the time for my departure drew nigh, Mrs Howe, who had wept

over Elliot when he went away, wept over me also. She had formed the

idea of marrying ‘dear Mr Elliot’ to one of her daughters, Sophie; and

‘dear Mr Beames* to another, Nellie. But as both Elliot and I persisted

in leaving Calcutta before those young ladies, who were then at school

in England, could arrive, this plan broke down. She was none the less

practically kind to both of us, and kept a small army of tailors at work

in her veranda on my wardrobe. As we had clean clothes on every day

—

dean white duck trousers and coats or jackets, shirts, drawers, banians

and socks—our stock of clothes in those days had to be very extensive.

Mrs Howe also laid in abundant stores for my use on my journey.

Calcutta people then, as now, had an idea that the whole of India except

Calcutta was a vast, howling wilderness where none of the provisions

required by Europeans were procurable. Acting under her advice I

laid in so large a stock of provisions that I had been months at my
station in the Punjab before I got through them. Bottled beer, brandy,

sherry, tinned meats, jams, marmalade, biscuits, sauces, tea, sugar and

numerous other things were bought and packed. I engaged a dSk g§ri^

from Raniganj to Lahore, bought a pistol and some cartridges and

engaging an up-country bearer recommended by Sir Richard Birch,

stood ready to start.

My last evening in Calcutta I spent at the Birches’. After dinner the

old man kindly wrote me several letters of introduction to high officials

up-country, some of which were afterwards very useful to me. As the

moment for saying good-bye arrived Lulu got very restless, and

Thomas, who was as usual present, watched her closely. At last I took

my leave of the General and the ladies, and as I did so Lulu whispered,

‘I will meet you in the veranda’ and left the room. Thomas had already

disappeared. In the carriage porch Lulu was waiting. She said, ‘I

could not bid you farewell before them all.’ Taking both my hands in

hers, she wrung them and sobbed out, ‘Has it come to this—must we
really part?’ I was much moved at this, and I know not what I should

have said or done, when suddenly Thomas emerged from the shadow of

a pillar, uttered the word ‘Harris’ and vanished into the darkness

again! Lulu flashed a glance of anger at him, wrung my hands once

more and dashed away. I never saw her again. Many years afterwards

a man who knew her well told my wife and me that she was a notorious

flirt, and that it was obvious to ^ Calcutta society that she was trying

hard to catch me—a rising young Civilian being preferable to a Captain

^ Literally ‘atage-carriage’.
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in the Haidarabad contingent. People were, he said, very much amused

at my evident unconsciousness of all Lulu’s wiles. Poor Lulu ! She was

very beautiful, very clever and very accomplished. I cannot bear to

think she was a hypocrite. I was never in the least in love with her; I

liked her very much as a companion, and I used to write frankly to

Ellen about her, and talk about Ellen to her. I suppose I was a very

green, conceited young prig in those days. I heard afterwards that she

married Captain Baker, had two children and died after a very brief

married life.

The next morning 12 February 1859 I left Calcutta by train for Rani-

ganj. I had spent eleven months there, an idle, happy time; not doing

much good, nor much evil, beyond, as I discovered afterwards, over-

drawing my account with my bankers by some Rs 5,000 (^500) and

thus forming the nucleus of a debt which clung to me and harassed

me throughout my career. As to the languages, which were the pretext

for keeping us in Calcutta, I can honestly say that I knew very little

more about them at the end of the eleven months than I did at the

beginning.
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CHAPTER VII

Panjab-Gujrat, 1859

The train started from Howrah terminus about nine o’clock in the

morning and crawled slowly along all day reaching Raniganj—120 miles

—^at six in the evening; a speed of about fourteen miles an hour. It now
(1896) does the distance in about half the time, and an ordinary English

express would do it in two hours. Raniganj seemed to be a rambling,

chaotic place, a mere jumble of rusty rails and dusty trucks. Here the

railway left off, and after a dinner of sundry tough and tasteless dishes

at a nightmare of half-finished and half-furnished rooms, sarcastically

called the Hotel, I found my dak gari waiting for me. This vehicle,

which I now beheld for the first time, was an oblong four-wheeled

carriage—like a box upon wheels—^with a sliding panel door on each

side, windows and canvas shades all round it and a board behind for the

syce.^ It had once been painted green, but that was long ago. When I

saw it, it had a general air of dust, rust, and various kinds of dirt and

looked as if it might tumble to pieces at any moment. Inside there were

two seats and the space between them, where in an ordinary carriage

the legs of the passengers would go, was boarded over with a movable

plank, forming a sort of well in which were stowed all my provisions.

From the roof hung a network of cord, fastened at the four corners of

the vehicle, and in this were oranges, soda-\Yater, and wraps. In front

under the driver’s seat was a shelf which held books, a surahi^ of water,

drinking-cup, purse and various odds and ends. The flat surface ob-

tained by boarding over the well was, together with the seats, covered

with a mattress on which my bearer spread a rug, a ‘razai’® and a pile

of pillows. On the roofwere my boxes amongst which the bearer dozed,

curled up in a heap. I got in and lay down comfortably at full length,

the bearer clambered to his airy perch, and the coachman to his, while

a ragged, wiry, ungroomed pony was coaxed between the shafts by the

united efforts of two or three ragged syces. Then they all shrieked and
howled and one smote the pony under the belly, whereupon, with a

snorting cry, a kick, and a plunge which nearly burst the old rotten

^ ‘Groom*.
* Long-necked jug of porous earthenware used for keeping drinking water in.

* A quilt of bright red calico stuffed with wool.
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harness, he started off at a breakneck speed. This was rather alarming

as the carriage swayed and rocked from side to side and came at times

perilously near the edge of the road, which, being raised some height

above the country on either side, affords facilities for an upset. The pony
soon, however, subsided into a loping canter which he kept up till the

end of the stage where a fresh pony was put in with the same cere-

monies. Sometimes when a more obdurate animal than usual refused to

start on being slapped on his belly, they fastened a leathern twitch round
his upper lip and dragged him till he moved of his own accord. Some-
times they even resorted to the extreme measure of bringing a lighted

wisp of straw and putting it under the pony’s belly. If even this failed,

as it sometimes did, they took the pony out and put in another. Every

ten miles was a change of ponies, and each stage took about an hour.

Thus I went on sdl night, sleeping soundly, and thus I travelled for

many days and nights, reading, dozing, looking at the scenery, stopping

from time to time at the numerous staging bungalows for breakfast or

dinner. The Grand Trunk Road was then a magnificent, broad, level,

well-metalled road with staging bungalows every fifteen miles where

travellers could get meals and sleep if they wished to do so. At

Topichanchi in the Sonthal Hills just below the grand towering peak of

Parasnath I met my old acquaintance Lundgren, the Swedish artist,

who was returning from the upper Provinces with several huge port-

folios full of sketches. I stopped a couple of days at Benares and saw the

beautiful sacred city, also at Allahabad, then a chaotic, half-built place;

the new station of Cannington having only recently been founded by

Lord Canning. The Government of the North-Western Provinces was

just then in process of being transferred to Allahabad from Agra, and

all was confusion. Part of the vast mass of offices and records had

arrived, and part was still on its way.

Here there was a bit more railway by which I travelled as far as

Cawnpore where it left off again. The fading daylight lasted long

enough to enable me to take a hurried glance at the ghastly place; a

desolate, sandy waste it then was. The dreadful well was marked by a few

boards, the walls of the roofless houses were riddled with shot and

tottering; ruins, dust, flies, evil odours and general misery and distress

were all one could see. A rough sort ofhotel had been formed out of the

ruins of an old mess-house where they gave us a very atrocious dinner,

after which I got into my dak gari and fell asleep, glad to get away from

the horrible place: I spent a pleasant day at Agra seeing the T^j and

Akbar’s tomb at Sikandra, and went on to Bulandshahr, a pleasant

leafy station, the headquarters of the district where Elliot had been
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appointed Assistant Magistrate and G)llector. He was in camp some

miles offand I had to go a long distance in a palki, and found him at last

in tents with Charles Currie the Collector. I had a very pleasant time

for five days with them, riding about the district, and learning a great

deal about the work, and then travelled on again through Delhi and

Ambala to Lahore, where I reported myself and was admitted to an

interview with Sir Robert Montgomery, the Lieutenant-Governor. I

also then saw for the first time Mr Richard Temple. Sir John Lawrence

had just left for England. I was appointed to be Assistant Commissioner

of the district of Gujrat, and ordered to go there at once.

The problem now was—where was Gujrat, and how could one get to

it? By dint ofmuch inquiry, I found that it was some seventy miles off

on the way to Peshawar. No d§k garies could run on that road as it was

a mere unformed mass ofmud and sand. So after engaging a khansaman

or butler, and leaving my heavy luggage with him to bring after me, I

went to the Post Office one evening at 6 p.m. and secured a seat on the

mail cart. This turned out to be a small box painted red, on two wheels.

The top of the box was divided into two seats, front and back, by an

iron rod, so contrived that at every jolt it caught the passenger sharply

in the small of the back, infliaing acute pain. One small pony was

harnessed between the shafts, and a second outside the near shaft, after

the manner of a Russian droshky. I was allowed to carry a small valise

weighing ten pounds. The driver wore a postin or sheepskin jacket with

the wool inwards, and kept on perpetually blowing a bugle to warn the

wayfarers. He drove like Jehu the son of Nimshi: he never slackened

speed, and very nearly drove over everyone and everything he met.

Thus we went on all night long, on and on, jolting and bumping over

the rough, half-finished road. The night was bitterly cold, and I, clad

to suit the warm climate of Calcutta, was almost frozen through. To-

wards three in the morning we crossed the broad sandy bed of the

Chenab and after seven more miles of the agonizing bumping and the

piercing cold we suddenly stopped in the mist at a little lonely post-

house on a broad plain. A sleepy policeman with a lantern came out and

took the mail bags, and the coachman threw down my valise and bowing

asked me for a tip. As I looked surprised he explained that this was

Gujrat! I gave him his fee, got down, and stood stupidly staring while

the driver gave a terrific blast on his bugle, lashed his horses, and

vanished into the darkness, leaving me half-frozen, bewildered and

aching in every limb by the roadside at Gujrat at four in the morning

ofthe 7th March 1859. It had taken me twenty-four days from Calcutta,

about sixteen of which were spent in aaual travelling. Nowadays the
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journey takes three days only. The distance by road is about 1,250 miles

or perhaps a little more.

It was now necessary, as the first thing, to find a roof to shelter myself

under and as in an Indian station the d^ bungalow is the stranger's

natural home, I turned to the sleepy policeman and asked where it was.

He pointed vaguely into the darkness, said something in Panjabi which

I did not understand and turned to retreat into his tower. This evidently

would not do, and it then occurred to me that I was one of the officials

of this district and entitled to some attention. The position was new to

me, but I had noted the respect paid to Elliot at Bulandshahr and knew
that I was entitled to the same here. So I announced myself in Hindu-

stani as the new Assistant Sahib, and sternly demanded that someone

should go with me to show me the way. This at once produced the

effect desired. The sleepy policeman suddenly became wide awake and

rushing inside woke up his chief, the jemadar^ or sergeant, who came

out buckling on his sword and with many bows and courteous words

provided me with another policeman to show me the way. The night

was so dark and the fog so thick that nothing could be seen, but we
seemed to be standing on the edge of a broad, flat plain with no houses

or trees near us; no signs in fact of any inhabited place. But my police-

man putting my valise on his head stepped out across the plain, re-

questing ‘my Honour to do itself the grace to follow its slave.’ He
explained that we were dh the encamping grounds for troops, which

accounted for the bareness. After crossing this plain we got into a net-

work of what seemed to be grassy lanes bordered by young trees; we

passed several buildings looming dark and lofty till my guide stopped

and announced that he had lost the way! I was about to administer

corporal punishment with my umbrella. It would not have been a wise

or proper thing to do, but I was young and hot-tempered, and after all

the sufferings ofthe night this last contretemps was really too exasperat-

ing. To be within a few yards of rest and shelter and not to be able to

find it! Suddenly, a sepulchral voice from somewhere near my toes

uttered the words ‘Ky§ hua’ (what is the matter?). I jumped and looking

down saw a lump of rags at the foot of a tree. My guide explained that

the lump of rags was a very holy ascetic who lived under that tree, and

proceeded to ask the holy man which was the way. He told us in a few

words and relapsed into a lump of rags again. After going a short

distance we came suddenly on a wall with a door or two in it. Here we

» In this case a sort of Head Equerry—but jemadar means all sorts of things.

The general notion of the word is a Head man of sorts—head of a gang—ser-

geant.
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knocked and shouted for some time, till at length a greasy, half-dressed

Musulman with a smoky native lamp opened the door. I saw a room

within and a bed in it on which I incontinently flung myself dressed as

I was, and fell asleep immediately.

When I awoke it was broad daylight and I was lying just where I had

thrown myselfa few hours before. By degrees I arrived at the conscious-

ness that I was greasy, dust-begrimed, aching all over, with a parched

mouth and a swimming head. So I fell to shouting 'qui hy’^ till the

greasy Musulman appeared and was induced to bring me a cup of tea.

This done he prevailed upon one greasier even than himself to bring

several earthen jars of cold water into the bathroom. I stripped, bathed

and scrubbed and deluged myself with water till the aching left my
limbs; then I put on clean clothes and felt myself a new man. The
physical weariness was driven away by my anxiety to see my new home
and begin my new work. I looked out and found myself in a tumble-

down building of red-brick—not plastered as houses in India mostly

are—^the British administration in the Panjab was then still so newly

established that there had been no time for refinements and luxuries

such as plaster. Buildings were hastily run up to serve the emergencies

of the moment, and if they tumbled down again as hastily, it did not

matter—^they were professedly only temporary. In front of me was a

dusty unmetalled road bordered with young sissoo^ trees just budding

into leaf. Beyond I could see here and there the tops of brown brick

houses half-Udden by scanty, trees, broad fields, and above them the

glorious snowy summits of the Kashmir Himalayas. The air was sharp

and fresh, and felt light and invigorating—a good atmosphere for

activity of mind and body.

On the other side of the bungalow was a well-kept aloe hedge and

beyond it a sparkling garden, gay with flowers, in the middle of which

rose a curious-looking house, half-native and half-European in style.

This I was told was the Baradari or ‘House of 12 doors’, once a native

palace, now the Deputy Commissioner’s residence. It being by this

time past nine I judged it advisable to go and report my arrival to this

officer under whom I was to serve. Crossing a small grass plot I entered

^ The cry by which we summon our servants in Bengal, there being no bells

in the houses. It is a corruption of the Hindustani words *Koi hai’—Is anyone
(there)?

* Sissu pronounced in Panjabi *shisham’, the Dalbergia Sissoo, a large forest-

tree with beautiful bright foliage. The wood is hard, of a dark, purplish-brown,

and is much used for making furniture. Quantities of these trees were planted

along roads in the earlier years of British rule in the Panjab. The country was
very bare when we took it.
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by a huge but unfinished gateway of brick, Saracenic in style, with two
lofty towers, in the lower storey of which lounged the native guard of
Afghan troopers. From this a broad walk shaded by trees led up to the
house. A sentry with musket paced up and down in front, and four or
five chaprassees armed with sword and shield stood or sat about on the

steps. I handed my card to one of these, and was admitted into a large,

bare room with whitewashed walls, lighted by small windows high up
near the roof. The floor was bare save in one comer where there was a

shabby carpet and on it a small table heaped high with^ papers. Pre-

sently a thick curtain at the other end of the room was lifted and the

Deputy Commissioner came in. Major Robert Roy Adams of the

Guides, one of the numerous military officers in Civil employ, was a

man about my own height, five feet nine, thick-set and strong but light

and active in his movements. A very handsome man about thirty, a

bright eye, a look of command, and a long, thick moustache and beard.

He shook hands cordially and said, ‘Where have you come from and

what powers have you got?’ I did not understand what he meant by

‘powers’, so I simply said that I had just arrived from Calcutta and that

this was my fijrst district. He looked disappointed, and an angry scowl

passed over his face, but quickly vanished as he said, ‘It’s a great shame
—^but of course it isn’t your fault—have you had any breakfast?’ I

replied ‘No,’ then he said, ‘Come in and have some, we arc just sitting

down.’ Then he led me into the next room, a small but lofty square

room lighted by windows high up, and beneath them three lovely

Saracenic open-arched doorways on each side, making twelve in all,

from which this class of building, common in India, takes its name of

Baradari. What little wall-space there was between and above the arches

was gaily painted with flowers and figures of dancing girls in the native

style. Through this we passed into an English drawing-room with

numerous wide open french windows looking on to a deep-thatched

veranda. Here I was introduced to Mrs Adams, the most lovely woman

I have ever seen, and as kind and charming as she was lovely. She had

been a Miss Bellew and had that inexpressibly fascinating beauty of

face and manner which so many Irishwomen possess. We sat down to a

good and substantial breakfast in the room with the twelve doors, and

after kind Airs Adams had condoled with me, not without some laughter,

over my adventures of the past night, I asked my host why he had said

it was a shame to send me ^ere. He explained that he himself had been

hitherto only ari*Assistant, and as this was the first district of which he

had charge he had particularly asked for an experienced Assistant to

help hinij and lo! the Government had sent him a youth fresh from
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college. To exonerate the Government, partly at least, I told him what

I have omitted to mention further back, that it had been their intention

to station me at Delhi and orders had been sent to the Q)mmissioner of

that place to stop me there on my way up. But he had failed to do so

owing to my not stopping at the d^ bungalow where he had sent a

letter for me. When I turned up at Lahore the Secretary to the Govern-

ment was much surprised to see me there and half disposed to send me
back but, finding that Gujrat was vacant, sent me there instead. I

apologized to Adams for my inopportime presence there and could only

hope I should soon learn enough of my duties to be useful to him.

‘Powers’ is a technical term, the meaning of which will appear later on.

Then he asked me to come and stay at his house and sent a man to

fetch my luggage from the dak bungalow. Breakfast over, Adams,

ignoring in true Panjab style the possibility of anyone being tired, or

wishing to do anything but work, said, ‘Now let us go to cutcherry.’

Whereupon a chaprassee brought him his pistol in a belt which he

girded on, and bade me get mine, load it and put in on. He advised me
to wear it always except in my own house, and this caution was not

unnecessary for it was not unusual in those days for European officers

to be fired at by Musulman fanatics. Poor Adams himselfmet his death

in that way a few years later. Duly armed we walked down the avenue

followed by a crowd of chaprassees and policemen to the cutcherry

dose by. It was a large, long, and not very hideous building in the

middle of a plain dotted here and there with dumps of young trees in

whose somewhat scanty shade sat groups ofsuitors waiting for the courts

to open.

Adams led me first to his own court, a large-roughly-furnished room
full of native clerks sitting on carpets on the floor, who all rose and

saluted, bowing almost to the ground as we entered. Here I was sworn in

with the oaths which it was still the custom to adminster in those days,

and signed a certificate to the effect that I had that day in the forenoon

assumed charge of my office. Then he took me into another room

similar to, but smaller than, his own, pointed to a small group x)f clerks

who were all bowing elaborately and said in his sharp, jerky way, ‘This is

your court, and these are your amli,^ now go to work,’ and before I

could open my mouth to ask him a single question he had turned and

abruptly left the room! This was throwing one into one’s work with a

vengeance! Here was I, as ignorant of the whole business as a child,

with a hundred questions to ask, and no one to ask them from. I had

heard from Elliot and from other men that it was customary to allow a

iQerks.
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man on joining his first district to sit on the bench beside one of the
older Magistrates for a few days so that he might gradually pick up
some ideas ofhow to do the work, and I had expected something of the
kind myself. But Adams had told me as we walked along that the work
was so heavy he could hardly get through it, so I suppose he had no
time for teaching beginners. My stock of available knowledge con-
sisted of Persian and Hindustani, the latter language I already spoke
fluently and tolerably correctly. Of law and procedure I, of course,

knew nothing.

However, no time was to be lost; the people were already staring at

me rather wonderingly as I hesitated for a minute, so I took my seat at

a plain and rather dirty table separated from the rest of the room by a

plainer and dirtier railing. The amli took their seats, some on a form

beside the table, others on carpets on the floor, and the head man of

them a young, slight Musulman named Mushtak Ali, who 1 afterwards

learnt was my sarishta-dar, rose and pointing to a pile of papers covered

with writing in the Persian character, said in beautiful Delhi Hindu-

stani with many courteous periphrases, ‘These are the cases on your

Honour’s file for trial—what is your order?’ I said as by instinct, ‘Gill

up the first case,’ though what I was to do with it I knew as little as the

man in the moon. Mushtak Ali smiled and looked round at his fellows

as who should say, ‘Guessed right the first time’. Then he mentioned

some names to a six-foot-high Sikh with a turban as big as a bandbox,

armed with sword and shield, who went out into the veranda and bawled

loudly for some minutes. Then entered a dirty, greasy shopkeeper, the

plaintiff, who was sworn by the tall Sikh, and had a wooden tablet given

him with the words of the oath written on which he held tight all the

while he was making his statement. I was furnished with a printed form

and requested to fill in what the greasy man said in a certain column,

other columns being intended for the statements of the defendant and

witnesses. The defendant was next sworn and deposed. He was a big,

powerful zemindar, i.e. peasant with a long black beard. Both these

people spoke Panjabi, ofwhich I could not understand one word, but the

sarishtadar translated it into Hindustani as they spoke, so I got on

wonderfully well. By four o’clock I had disposed of all my cases and

went back to Adams’s house where I spent the evening pleasantly with

him and his wife, picking up a great deal ofinformation about the place,

the people and the work. I went to bed intensely tired but very much

interested in, afld pleased with, my day’s experience.

Next morning I rose early, refreshed by a sound night’s rest, and

went forth to view the place. On the other side of the cutcherry was the
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jail, a large, ugly building ofthe universal dull-brown brick, and dose to

it was a small one-storeyed house of four rooms in a pretty garden sur-

rounded by tall poplar trees. It was to let for Rs 40 a month, and as it

was the bungalow always occupied by the Assistant, I took it. There was,

in fact, no other to take, except a much larger house which was shortly

after taken as a dSk bungalow instead of the ruin where I had passed

my first night.

An officer in the neighbouring station of Jhelam was about to leave

and, as is the custom, circulated a list of his furniture for sale, from which

I bought such things as I wanted, and my servants arriving with my
heavy luggage I was able, after about four days’ stay in Adams’s hos-

pitable house, to set up house on my own account. I also bought a

pretty white mare of the excellent native breed of the district, half-

Arab. She had never been ridden before. I paid Rs 120 for her and had

to break her myself.

Gujrat was one of the smallest districts in the Panjab having an area

of about 1,200 square miles. It occupies the country between the

rivers Chenab and Jhelam, the Kashmir territory, and the desert of the

Southern Panjab. The town is situated on a high mound crowned by the

old fort, from the top ofwhich there is a splendid view. In the European

station there w’ere only five houses and a few public buildings. The
society was correspondingly small, consisting of Major Adams, the

Deputy Commissioner and his wife and child, Major Terence O’Brien,

a jolly little fat, round Irishman with a strong Cork brogue (he called

his native place ‘Cyark’) and his wife, a sickly half-caste and child, and

my humble self. There were also two half-caste clerks and their

families. For doctor we had a Bengali who spoke English well.

I had four chaprassecs and a sow^r to attend on me. The former, so-

called from wearing a large brass badge (in Hindustani ‘chapras’) were

very warlike-looking Sikhs with long beards, huge turbans, swords and

shields. Their duties were to hang about in attendance two and two by

turns all day, to carry letters and messages, and to make themselves

generally useful. In court they had to keep order, call in the witnesses,

and carry papers to and fro. The sow^ or trooper was an Afghan, a

big-booted, truculent-looking scoundrel from the regiment, a troop of

which was stationed at Gujrat. His duty was to accompany me on my
rides, and to go on messages where greater speed was required than the

chaprassees could achieve.

I next began to learn Panjabi, for which purpose I engaged an old

Sikh priest, Bhai Mihr Singh (Bhai = brother, is the title borne by

all SM priests). Like most Panjabis of those days the good Bhai was a
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kindly) simple-hearted old child. He had not the most rudimentary idea
ofteaching but he used to come and sit with me ofan evening and read
Panjabi books to me, translating into Hindustani as he went and
elaborately explaining all the difficult words. He also composed for me
a poem called ‘The luminous history of the Panjab’ which he used to

bring in instalments as he composed it, and chant it to me to the great

satisfaction of himself and the chaprasseds, who would crowd into the

open doorways to listen to him. The Bhai wore an immense triple

turban, red next his head, over that green, and outside of all, white.

He had large gold ear-rings, brass-bound spectacles, a tight white

coat, and extremely tight white trousers, with a large, loose muslin scarf

floating about his shoulders and a voluminous waistband of the same
rolled several times round his middle. His beard hung down below his

waist. It was by nature grey, but he dyed it black with henna and indigo,

about once a month or so. For the first few days after the operation it

was a lustrous, glossy black. Then by degrees it got rusty and the grey

began to show near the roots of the hair. It went on getting greyer and

greyer till the time for dyeing it came round, when it suddenly shone

out lustrous and glossy again. By dint of constantly talking to this good

old man and using the words I picked up from him I succeeded in

learning to speak Panjabi pretty fluently. It was necessary for use with

the peasantry and lower classes in towns only. All the upper classes and

educated people spoke Hindustani. By degrees all the Sirdars or chiefs

—

the native nobility and gentry—of the district came to call on me and

finding I liked their society, used to drop in of an evening and sit

talking for hours. With their swords across their knees they would

tell me long stories of their adventures in war and foray under Ranjit

Singh, their beloved old Maharaja. Barring their love of brandy, which

was excessive, these old lions with their long beards were very good

company and I learnt a great deal about the people, their ideas and

feelings from them. They are a fine, manly race and in those days at

least were very friendly to their European conquerors. The majority of

the population could still remember the tyranny and oppression of

native rule and contrasted it with the justice and security of our rule.

My work consisted chiefly of trying petty cases of assault, theft and

the like; and equally petty civil suits in which the village moneylenders

sued peasants for small debts, I had also to visit the jail twice a week

and see that everything was in order. There was no law in the Panjab in

those days. OClr instructions were to decide all cases by the light of

common sense and our own sense of what was just and right. From

time to time a high official, called the Judicial Commissioner, issued
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printed circulars with directions as to the procedure to be adopted in

doubtful or difficult matters and another equally high official, the

Financial Commissioner, issued circulars respecting the collection of

revenue and taxes. But on the whole our procedure was simple and

expeditious. The weak point was that almost every case was appealable,

and as the people availed themselves very largely ofthe power ofappeal,

the higher courts were often flooded with futile and frivolo\is appeals.

That they were frivolous and futile is shown by the fact that from

eighty to ninety per cent of them were dismissed by the Appellate

court. It was partly the frequency ofappeals and partly the suitability of

physical punishment for a simple race that led to the frequent use ofthe

cane. Many offences were punished by a flogging, and the people them-

selves preferred this summary disposal to the tedium of imprisonment

or the long indebtedness resulting from a fine.

My powers at first were limited. Until an officer has passed what is

called the Departmental Examination in law and languages he is only

invested by the Government with ‘third-class powers’; that is, he can

only give one month’s imprisonment in some cases and generally very

light punishments: consequently only petty cases can be given him to

try. However, Adams made up for my want of powers by the immense

number of petty cases he gave me to try, so my time was fully occupied.

I was generally in office from ten to six every day.

At the end ofApril Adams was transferred to another district. It was

a practice, and certainly a very annoying and injudicious practice in the

Panjab in those days, to keep moving officers about from one district to

another. This was originated by John Lawrence, the first ruler of the

Panjab. The signal services rendered by this great man have caused him
to be regarded as a sort of popular hero, and it will seem almost

blasphemy to say a word against him. But it is undeniably true that by

those who served under him, he was intensely disliked. And this was not

unnatural. He was a rough, coarse man; in appearance more like a

‘navvy’ than a gentleman. His ideal of a district officer was a hard,

active man in boots and breeches, who almost lived in the saddle,

worked all day and nearly all night, ate and drank when and where he

could, had no family ties, no wife or children to hamper him, and whose

whole establishment consisted of a camp bed, an odd table and chair or

so and a small bcx of clothes such as could be slung on a camel. Such a

man must be ready to go anywhere at a moment’s notice. Personal

government .was the only form of rule which the rude and simple Pan-

jabis could understand, therefore the ideal Magistrate must show

himselfto all his people continually, must decide cases either sitting on
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horseback in the village gateway, or under a tree outside the viJlage

walls, write his decision on his knee, while munching a native chapatty

or a fowl cooked in a hole in the ground; and then mount his hors^*

and be off to repeat the process in the next village. Heat, sun, rain,

climatic changes of all sorts were to be matters of indifference to him.
But, of course, he could not always induce his subordinates to lend

themselves to this wild, unresting life. Especially the Civilians, who
had been accustomed to the more civilized conditions of the older and
more settled provinces, objected strongly to being turned into homeless,

vagrant governing-machines.* To wean them apparently from their

weak, effeminate liking for clean shirts, a decent house, and a settled

life, he adopted the practice of keeping them constantly on the move.

Thereby he effectually prevented any one from being ‘comfortable’—

a

word he had a horror of—and at the same time, as many men pointed

out, also effectually prevented them from acquiring that local know-

ledge of their districts, and that influence over their people which had

proved such inestimably valuable factors of good government in the

older provinces, and to the possession of which he himself owed his

promotion and success. He had left before I came to the Panjab, but

much of his system was still in force, though his successor. Sir Robert

Montgomery, was a much milder, more refined and civilized man, and

graduaUy mitigated the extreme rigour of the system. Still, much

remained; Elmslie, one of my Haileybury comrades, imprudently

brought a piano to the Panjab with him. Such refinement was un-

pardonable, and poor Elmslie was moved five times from one end of

the Panjab to the other in the course of two years. ‘I’ll smash his piano

for him,’ John Lavrrence was reported to have said, when he first

heard of such a degradation as a Panjab officer having a piano. I had

brought from Calcutta a handsome dinner-service, and I was strongly

advised not to let the fact be known lest I, too, should be kicked about

from one place to another till it was all smashed. So Adams was sent

away after three months’ stay at Gujrat, and Bradford Hardinge came in

his place. Hardinge was a man of my own service and only a few years

senior to me. We took to each other from the first and became very

great friends. Before long it became a regular custom for me to dine at

his house every night. We built a big swimming-bath and every even-

ing after cutcherry we and O’Brien had a bathe, with feats of diving,

fighting on masaks, and lots of fun. Then we adjourned to Hardinge’s

house—^the Baradari—^and dined. He had an old tin-kettle piano,

which he bought, as he told us, directly he heard that John Lawrence

was gone—^he had not dared to do so before. He used to play and sing
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to us all the evening, in the intervals oftalking about our work—talking
‘shop’ was universal in those days. He kept cir horses, and I, by this

time, had two (horses were very cheap), so we were in the saddle by five

in the morning and worked on horseback for two or three hours, riding

about inspecting police-stations, roads and bridges and public build-

ings under construction, tree-planting, ferry-boats, settling disputes

about land and property between villagers, and such-like business. Or
we would walk with our horses led behind us through the narrow lanes

of the ancient town, accompanied by a crowd of police officers, over-

seers and others giving orders for sanitary improvements, repairing

roadways and drains, opening out new streets, deciding disputes and a

variety ofsimilar matters. Ofan evening we would often ride seven miles

to the Chenab, have a swim in the river, and then repair to the flat

roof of the Serai where our servants had brought our dinner. After

dining, we would sit in our loose calico pyjamas and coats, looking down
on the motley throng of travellers with their carts, mules and camels, in

the courtyard below. After sleeping on charpoys on the roof in the open

air we returned to Gujrat the next morning. Hard work as usual filled

up the day from ten to six with unvarying regularity. This kind of

happy, busy existence lasted all through the hot weather, broken only

by one or two incidents.

Sometimes we rode over to the neighbouring stations of Jhelam,

Sialkot or Gujranwala and spent Sunday with the men there. Or some

of them would ride over to see us. We all lent our horses to each other.

It was an established theory that no horse could go more than ten miles,

so there had to be a fresh horse at every tenth mile. If you were going

fifty miles, you had to provide five horses, and eked out your own
number by borrowing from friends. The horses we used to ride were

country-bred. The Government kept several magnificent Arab stallions

at various stations and the breed between them and country mares

yielded a very useful animal. We also rode Cabuli horses, but they were

rather heavy and given to stumbling. A few rich men indulged in Arabs

or Walers.

I had been a regular attendant at Lodge while in Calcutta, and it

became known in the Panjab that I was a Mason, so I received an

invitation to attend a great Masonic function in Lahore and, for a

wonder, got leave to go. It was not easy in those hard-working days to

get leave even for a day. One of my horses broke down on the road

and I had to finish my journey in a dooli, whereby I was kept out in the

sun all a burning June day without any food. I made the bearers stop at

every well they came to and pour pots ofwater on the dooli and over my
104



PANJAB-GUJRAT, 1859
head and neck, and thus escaped a sunstroke, but when I arrived a little

before sunset at the andent tomb ofthe Emperor Jahangir at Shahdara
on the Ravi, opposite Lahore, I was in an almost insensible condition.

Knowles, an ^sistant Engineer, who lived in a vaulted chamber in the
tomb lifted me up the narrow stairs, helped me to strip and, summoning
two water carriers, made them pour the contents of their masaks over

me. Then I had some food and a stifftumbler ofbrandy and water, after

which I fell asleep and woke up the next morning none the worse for the

exposure. Sandeman, the Accountant General, who was a very high

Masonic dignitary, received us all hospitably and there was a grand

function. I stayed with the 79th Highlanders, a very nice set of fellows,

and after two days pleasantly spent at Lahore, Knowles and I rode back

to Gujrat with some oflScers of the regiment who were going for a tour

in Kashmir. We had managed relays of horses all along the road, and

rode back a very joyous company, in two days, sleeping at bungalows on

the road. On my return to Gujrat I had a sharp attack of fever which

laid me up for nearly a month.

In July I got a letter from Mr Ball reminding me that the period of

two years, which was to expire, according to my agreement with my
father before I married Ellen, was drawing to a dose, and as it would

take some time to make the necessary arrangements he thought it was

high time I should begin to think about it. Ellen had had a bad attack

ofmeasles in the spring of 1859 and I had been duly informed of it, but

had not realized that it was serious, and being in a state of great excite-

ment over my journey up-country and settling in my new district, had

not shown as much sympathy for her in my letters as I ought. She told

me afterwards that my letters at this time were short and cold, and she

had persuaded herself that I was getting tired of our engagement. This

letter from Mr Ball was a sort of feeler, to see what my intentions were.

I immediately wrote to Ellen a very, very long letter—a dozen sheets

or more—in which I gave her the f^est information about the voyage,

and all the arrangements I had made for her reception. It was, as was

natural,;a lover’s letter; and lovers’ letters are not meant to be seen by

the pubiic, so although that memorable letter is still in my wife’s pos-

session, I will say no more about it. It ran a risk, however, ofnever being

posted. It happened on this wise. I had been looking round for a mamed

lady to chaperone Ellen out to India, and had found that the wife of

Brigadier-General McCausland, conunanding at Sialkot, would be com-

ing out at the same time. The Brigadier, a kindly old man, invited me

over to Sialkot to discuss the subject. In those days it took six weeks for

a letter to go fix)ffl India to England and there was a mail only once a
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fortnight^ so it was necessary to make one’s arrangements a long time

beforehand. As soon as I was well enough to ride^ viz. on the i8th July^

I sent out my horses and wrote to the brigadier that I would be with

him by dinner-time that evening. I put my precious letter in my pocket

intending to post it as I passed the Post Office. But I found that the

wretched postmaster had no postage-stamps, so I rode on intending to

post the letter at Sialkot. It was securely deposited in a leather courier’s

bag which I wore slung over my shoulder by a strap. When I got

within ten miles of Sialkot I was told by a policeman who passed me
that the River Chenab had risen in flood and the waters were Out all

over the country. He said, however, that I could not lose my way as

the road was well raised and ran between two continuous lines of trees.

He forgot to mention that a small stream—^probably an arm of the big

river—crossed the road. The sun was setting but the road seemed plain

enough and I rode on, my horse splashing through the water which

was only a few inches deep. Suddenly, without any warning, he went

down into deep water almost over his head. I slipped offand holding by

his mane with one hand struck out with the other. We were carried

down some distance but at last gained the opposite bank and with

difficulty managed to scramble up. Some villagers, attracted by my
shouts, ran up and showed me the way into Sialkot which I reached at

eleven o’clock at night, wet through. On undressing I found my letter

also wet through, and had to spend some time spreading it out to dry on

a mantelpiece. It was dry the next morning, and I posted it with a brief

postscript explaining how it came to be in such a state.

In August Hardinge fell ill and had to go away for a month. I was

put in to act for him. This was an amazing piece of promotion for one

so new to the work, but dear old Hardinge in his generous way had

praised my work and had said I was quite fit to have charge ofa district.

During my brief incumbency of one month the following incident

occurred. One of the constantly recurring petty outbreaks among the

wild Afghan tribes on the frontier caused the Government to send the

7th Dragoon Guards to Peshawar in a great hurry. The big Panjab

rivers were usually crossed by bridges of boats, which, however, had to

be removed during the rains, when only ferry boats could be used

owing to the strength ofthe current and the liability to floods. The rains

were just over and I was ordered to see that the bridge ofboats over the

Chenab was put up at once so that the Regiment might not be delayed.

Generally this took some time as boats had to be hunted for and hired.

I had, however, only three days in which to collect, anchor, and put in

position seventy-five boats, and fisten down the plaxdced roadway over
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them. The Darogha, or officer in charge, had collected sixty-two boats

and had all the planking ready, but he reported that he could not get

any more at short notice. Taking a shcc or two of bread, a few eggs and
a brandy-flask, I got into a small rowing-boat with half a dozen police-

men and rowed up the river all day long. Wherever we found a boat we
seized it and sent it down to the bridge in charge of a policeman. By
about ten o’clock that night I had collected and sem down a number of

boats and then rode home to snatch a little sleep. Next day I was on the

spot again by daybreak and went down the river. By five o’clock I had

collected seventy-four boats. One only was wanting. A large boat laden

with com was lying at Vazirabad, a few yards from the bridge, and the

owners were imploring me with tears not to take it as they said the loss

to them would be serious. While I hesitated there was a sound of horses

galloping and up dashed Mr Richard Temple, Commissioner of

Lahore. He had half a dozen mounted orderlies behind him. He wore a

helmet with gorgeous scarlet and gold turban; his huge and hideous

moustaches stuck out in stiff points, in imitation of the Emperor

Napoleon III whom he fancied he resembled. He was, in fact, an ugly

likeness of Punch’s caricatures of that sovereign. He examined what I

had done, approved, and then to my surprise told me to go back to my
station and he would do the rest. After I was gone he seized the grain-

boat, put it in its place, got the bridge ready, and was found standing in

a picturesque attitude giving the last touches to the work as the Colonel,

followed by his Regiment, arrived on the bank. He was asked to dine at

the Mess that night, where they drank his health, and the Colonel

reported the important service he had rendered by bridging this large

and difficult river. He received the thanks of the Lieutenant-Governor.

My name was not even mentioned. He thus, a man already well known

and secure of his advancement, stooped to filch even this small amount

of credit from a young officer who had his name yet to make, to whom
the praise would have been valuable.

Hardinge returned soon after this; and in October I received a letter

firom Ellen Geary telling me she was about to start at once. I inter-

preted the two years which my father had imposed upon me in the

strictest and most literal way. I had left Haileybury on the 7th December

18579 and I had so arranged that Ellen would reach India in time for

our wedding to take place on, or as near as possible to, the 7th December

1859. Airs McCausland having changed her plans, another lady was

found for chaperone, Mrs Becher, wife of Colonel Septimus Becher.

Now Hardinge, who flattered himselfthat he was quite a lady’s man and

one who knew what ladies required, undertook to fit up my simple
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bachelor bungalow in the proper style. I bought a buggy in Calcutta and

took to training my white mare to carry a lady. Hardinge improvised

curtains, looking-glasses, a sofa and various other decorations, and

specially prided himself on constructing a dressing table with a red

valance round it, covered with white muslin which we all agreed was

most successful and correct. I applied for a month’s leave to go to

Delhi where I was to meet Ellen. Delhi was one ofthe few places where

a clergyman could be found in those days. But when I got there, the

clergyman was a hundred and fifty miles off visiting an outstation! I

thought at once of Elliot and travelled across the thirty miles further to

Bulandshahr where he welcomed me and introduced me to the Joint

Magistrate, a man named CoUedge. Mrs Colledge entered into the

subject with all a woman’s interest in such things and insisted on the

marriage taking place at their house. Next day Elliot and I went off to

Meerut where we were the guests of the Bengal Artillery whose head-

quarters it was. Elliot had a cousin in the Regiment. We secured a

padre, the Revd J. W. Rotton, also two bridesmaids, and by favour of

the Mess Sergeant of the R.A., a magnificent wedding-cake. I also got

a suit of clothes at a Meerut tailor’s, and at another shop bought some

presents for the bridesmaids. The Artillery subalterns who took a

warm interest in the proceedings insisted also on my buying two ‘goes’

(as they put it) of orange flowers without which they affirmed no mar-

riage could take place. After a jolly time at the R.A. Mess we re-

turned to Bulandshahr.



CHAPTER VIII

Marriage, i860

A LETTER from Ellen, written in Calcutta, had reached me at Delhi.

She had been taken care of by good Mrs Howe. Her brother, Henry
Geary, had taken leave and joined her at Calcutta, and she was about

to start for Delhi in company of him and Captain Keyworth of the

51st. Mrs Keyworth, a charming, lively little Irishwoman, was to

chaperone her. They might be expected at Delhi by about the 2nd or

3rd of December. My plans having been now changed, mounted
policemen were stationed at Khurja, the point on the Grand Trunk
Road where the road to Bulandshahr branches off, with letters from me
telling them to come on to that place. This was on the 24th or 25th of

November, so we had a week to wait. Now, however, occurred a hitch.

Lord Canning with all his staff and an immense escort of troops—

I

forget how many regiments—was making a semi-royal progress through

India, holding durbars, receiving assurances of loyalty from all classes,

rewarding those who had done good service, and satisfying himself that

the last embers of the mutiny were extinguished. All the district

officers were busily engaged in collecting supplies for feeding this great

army, enlarging and laying out encamping grounds for them and seeing

that everything was in proper order. The process of disarming the

native population was also being vigorously carried out. Elliot could

not be spared for a week to do nothing in the station, but had to go into

camp, and as I was his guest and he had to take all his scanty establish-

ment with him, I was perforce compelled to go too. CoUedge, however,

promised to send out a mounted policeman to call me in as soon as

Ellen and her party should arrive. So we went and pitched our camp at

Nabinagar, twenty miles from Bulandshahr, where his work chiefly lay.

The people, knowing that their arms were to be taken from them, had

hidden them beneath the floors of their houses or buried them in their

fields, and pretended that they had none. But as this was known to be

false, force was resorted to and many a stalwart old Rajpoot was stripped

and publicly flogged before he would give up his old sword or match-

lock. The measure was a stupid political mistake, brutally carried out,

and Elliot, like most ofthe officers employed in this duty, was disgusted

at having to do it. After some days ofthis sort of life wc were sitting one
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night about nine in the tent after dinner when a sowir arrived with

a note from Ellen—a little pencil scrap—saying that she had arrived

and asking me to come over. The note was worded as if she thought I

was living just across the road3 and this was, as I afterwards found, what

she really had thought. In her ignorance of India it had never occurred

to her that when Mrs CoUedge had said I was not ftu: off, she had meant

only the trifling distance oftwenty miles. It seems the party had arrived

at 6 p.m. Ellen and Mrs Keyworth were shown into a bedroom, Harry

and Keyworth into tents. When they asked where I vm, Ellen was told

to write a note to me which would be sent at once. They were much
surprised when dinner was announced and I did not appear, and it was

not till then that they learnt how far off I was. Then arose a discussion,

some maintaining that I could not get in that night, while others

asserted that if I had any go in me I should certainly get in. Meanwhile,

the sowi^r, not being in love, did not hurry himself but took three hours

to do the distance. As soon as I got the letter I took Elliot’s fastest

horse—^luckily he had not been ridden far that day—and started. It was

a bright moonlight night and I did not spare the horse, but dashed

rapidly along fearing they would all have gone to bed before I arrived.

And so they had; as I galloped up the avenue to the house all was dark

and silent. It was just eleven and I had done twenty miles in an hour

and a half. I shouted loudly for the syce, and made as much noise as I

could to let them know that I had arrived; on which out came CoUedge

in his pyjamas and dressing-gown and begged me to be quiet. He said

(which was not true) that they had not expected me and, being very

tired, had gone to bed. He then took me into a spare room and sat by me
tiU I was undressed, so as to make sure I should not try to obtain an

interview that night. However, no sooner was his back turned than I

rapidly dressed again, let myself out and wandered round to the side of

the house where I knew EUen’s room was, where I rattled at the

shutters and caUed her by her name. As no answer came I concluded

she was asleep and retired to bed. In fact, she and Mrs Keyworth had

quite made up their minds that I should return that night, and though

much to their disgust Mrs CoUedge made them go to bed, they sat up
tiU midnight waiting for me and at last went to sleep disappointed and

with a very low opinion ofme as a lover. How it was they did not hear

me rattling at the shutters of their room and calling her, I do not

know; nor why on earth CoUedge did not aUow me to wake them.

However, the romantic ride by moonUght, the ardent lover in his

picturesque dress-boots and breeches, huge blue and gold scarf round

waist, the panting steed, the warm embrace—^were aU une affaire

no
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numquie. Our actual meeting next morning was very tame and prosaic.

I met Henry Geary first, who disliked my spectacles—I did not wear
them when in England—and thought they would make a bad impression

on his sister, so he took them off. The consequence was that when I

went into the room where Ellen was I could not see her distinctly, and
the figure, seeming strange to me, I thought it was Mrs Keyworth, and
merely bowed and said politely, ‘good morning!* Then a well-known

voice cried, ‘Oh, John, is that all?’ and I recognized my mistake and
rushed to her and greeted her as I ought. But the sense of coldness

remained for a time, and it was not till we had had a long talk together

after breakfast and I had told her how far off I had been, and how 1 had

ridden directly I got her letter, and how stupid old CoUedge had pre-

vented our meeting, that the cloud passed away. The incident only

shows how much mischief stupid people can do in this world.

There was a large party staying in the house and we had a merry

time for some days. At last we were married on the lo December 1859

in the drawing-room of CoUedge’s house, there being no church in the

station. Henry gave his sister away and Elliot was my best man. There

was a sumptuous wedding-breakfast, after which we departed in the

carriage of a native Raja under a shower of rice and old shoes to the

d^ bungalow a mile off, where the usual d§k gSri awaited us. There we

changed our festal clothes for plain ones, and my wife was persuaded,

not without some difficulty, to take off her crinoline, a huge balloon-

like petticoat with steel ribs which would have left very little room for

me in the giri. We went on to Ambala where we spent our short

honeymoon of two days, and then started again for Gujrat. When we

reached Vazirabad, at the point where the road crosses the Chenab, my
handsome new buggy was waiting for us, and from thence to Gujrat we

had a triumphal progress; all the principal natives of Gujrat came out

to meet us on horseback and escorted us home. My wife was delighted

at this reception, the light and colour, the strange, picturesque figures

were new to her and the heartiness ofthis unexpected welcome touched

her very much. She had so long felt herself a homeless wanderer that to

come among people who regarded her as something more than a mere

traveller made her feel at home again once more. And there was some

pride mixed with wonder at finding him whom she knew as yet only as

the insignificant boy who had left England two years ago, a person of

importance and influence, looked up to and respected by all these

crowds of people. At last we reached our own little house, looking

bright and gay amongst its poplars and rose bushes. Then we dismissed

our friends and were ‘at home’ at last. After dinner, when the curtains
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were drawn and we sat together before a blazing fire of logs^ we felt

very happy in thus beginning life together and I was much pleased to

see how cheerfully my dear wife took to all the new ways and new
people, and how much she admired my humble little house and all the

things around her, and seemed thoroughly satisfied with her surround-

ings. I could write much about the perfect happiness of my married

life and of my dear wife’s many ezc^endes, but such things are too

sacred to be written about.

In the words of Tennyson:

, . not easily forgiven

Are those who setting wide the doors that bar

The secret bridal chambers of the hearty

Let in the day.'*

For some days after our return all the chief natives of the district

kept coming to see us. Our chaprassees placed two chairs in the centre

of the drawing-room and we were invited to take our seats while a

procession entered at one door and left by another. Each man as he

approached bowed, uttered a speech of congratulation and good wishes

and deposited some rupees at our feet. The number of rupees must,

according to native custom, be uneven. Some gave one, others eleven,

others even twenty-one. They refused to have this money returned to

them. It was, and perhaps still is, customary in the Panjab for every

native when visiting a superior to hold out a ‘nazar’ or offering. The
poorer bring one rupee on the palm ofthe hand, the richer two or three

gold coins on a folded handkerchief; soldiers tender th^ hilt of their

sword. We used merely to touch the money or the swordhilt and then

put the hand to the forehead as a salute. I thought these rupees were

meant to be touched and returned in the usual way, and was much
embarrassed when I found that I should be wounding their feelings by

so doing. In my embarrassment I consulted Mr Charles Saunders, the

Commissioner of the Rawal Pindi Division, of which the Gujrat district

formed a part. He happened to be encamped at Gujrat at the time, and

knowing that it would be an insult to return a ‘neundril’, or wedding

present, while on the other hand it was quite out of the question that I

should take the money from natives, he suggested that I should spend

the money in giving a great dinner to them all. I acted on this suggestion.

For the Hindus and Sikhs, whose religion would not allow them tc eat

with men of other creeds, I caused to be prepared by a Hindu trays of

food, one of which was sent to each giver of the ‘neundri’. Each tray

contained a pile of fine wheaten flour, rice, ghee, sugar and spices. A
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goat or sheep was sent with each tray. For the Musulmans, the most
numerous of my wellwishers/ 1 had a large tent pitched and carpets
spread) and invited them to a feast. Huge cauldrons were prepared in
which sheep were boiled whole, with rice, saffron, pistachios and flour.

Piles of native sweetmeats, curried fowls, vegetables and other native

delicacies were also prepared and a large number ofmy native friends sat

down and gorged to their hearts’ content. Meanwhile, I gave a lunch to

the Europeans. When the natives could eat no more they sent a message
asking to see us. So we all went out, and as we approached the tent

were greeted by a thunder of eructations from the assembly. We were
rather shocked at this, but it was explained to be a compliment, and
was meant to show us that they had thoroughly enjoyed their banquet!

Then followed speeches in Hindustani, after which they all dispersed

very happy. The cost of the whole thing was Rs 400, the total amount
of the offerings we had received.

Early in i860 Lord and Lady Canning arrived. All through the

provinces from Calcutta to Lahore the new Viceroy had been making a

semi-royal progress. His camp covered many acres with its town of

tents, not the flimsy marquees used in England, but substantial canvas

structures with fireplaces, doors, windows and double walls. He had an

escort of his own splendid bodyguard, regiments of English cavalry and

infantry, native horse and foot also. But a fire broke out in his camp at

Delhi wherein many tents and much property were destroyed, and when

he arrived at Lahore it was represented to him that the wild country

between that place and Peshawar was too poor to support so large a

company, nor could tents be quickly found to replace those lost in the

fire. The English oflScers governing the various districts through which

he must pass invited him to trust himself to their hospitality and

guardiansUp and to come among them with only a small cortege. His

excellent sense at once showed him how great would be the moral

impression made by the fact that scarcely a year after the suppression of

the mutiny the Viceroy of India could safely travel with only a small

retinue through the most warlike province in the country. So he came,

travelling in a carriage drawn by four camels with only half a dozen

native troopers following him. He was accompanied by the Com-

mander-in-Chief, Lord Qyde, and a few secretaries and aides-de-

camp. Lady Canning, with a similar retinue, followed him one day later.

Hardinge’s house was prepared for their reception, and he was de-

lighted to be able to borrow from us plate, glass and ornaments such as

were rarely seen in those rough districts, but which my wife had brought

out vdth her as wedding presents- My wife with rare disinterestedness
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lent her looking-glass, the only one in that part of the Panjab fit for a

lady, for Lady Canning’s use. It was sent on from camp to camp, on a

special camel to itself, and did not return to us for many weeks.

Saunders, Hardinge and I rode down with an escort of a dozen sowibrs

to meet the Viceroy at Vazirabad, where our district began. He arrived

about 8 p.m. and got out of his carriage while the camels were being

changed. We were all introduced to him, and he shook hands and con-

versed courteously with us for a few moments. Then he said good-bye

to the Gujranwala officials who had accompanied him thus far, and

proceeded on his journey, Hardinge and I riding one on each side of

his carriage and answeriug as best we might the innumerable questions

which he kept asking us about the people and the district. His thirst for

information seemed insatiable. We had provided relays of torch-

bearers at short distances, wild, long-haired men who ran in front and

beside the carriages. At last we reached the Baradari. The long avenue

was bright with torches and lined by troopers of the 14th Panjab

Cavalry. It was a weird and picturesque sight, the fitful red light flash-

ing on lances and drawn swords and the many-coloured equipments of

cavalry, police and native noblemen, the tall, awkward camels advanc-

ing at a rapid trot, the horses cantering, the torches flaring, trumpets

sounding and the crowd shouting cries of welcome. We soon sat down
to supper in the large front room where I had first met Adams. It was

now transformed with flags, carpets, wreaths of flowers and a long, well-

decorated, and laden dinner table.

Lord Canning was a tall man, stately in bearing with a cold, pale,

handsome face, rather spoilt by a long, straight upper lip. Old Lord

Qyde was an odd little crumpled being with a bright eye and a face

like a winter apple. He was the life of the party; the young aides-de-

camp played off practical jokes on him, filling his glass with different

wines, all of which he drank without distinction while he told amusing

stories which kept us at the lower end of the table in a state of subdued

laughter. At the upper end, stately, silent Lord Canning took nothing

but pickled salmon and tea. This struck us as rather an unsatisfactory

meal, but he explained that he had been so often stopped during the

day to have refreshments on the journey that he had no appetite left.

Next morning they all started off again and that evening we went

down to the Chenab again to meet and escort Lady Canning. My wife

was in attendance at the Baradari to receive her. She was worn and

old-looking but very graceful and pleasant in manner. She made my
wife give her some tea in her private apartments and was very much
amused when the khansamah sent in Hardinge’s battered old Britannia
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metal teapot, reserving my wife’s handsome new silver one for the
gentlemen, it being unnatural from a native point of view to provide
for women in preference to men. She kept my wife a long time talking,

being, as she said, much surprised to find a newly-married English girl

in so wild a place. Her sweetness and gentleness of manner impressed
us all.

When they had all gone we went oilit into camp, and thoroughly

enjoyed this our first camping tour together. We rode all the marches

escorted by troopers, one of whom solemnly carried the precious silver

teapot, and the other my wife’s morocco dressing-bag. The kindly old,

long-bearded Sikh sirdars in their handsome cloaks of green or scarlet

embroidered with gold would come to meet us, and got up hawking

parties for our amusement. They were very picturesque figures as they

rode, hawk on fist, over the bare sandy plains among the low scrub

jungle where the partridges lay hidden. They were very curious about

my wife; thought it wonderful that she should ride a horse—and very

well she rode too—^aiid were still more amazed when my servants told

them that she could read and write and keep accounts. They were all

very anxious to know how much I had paid for her (wives being always

purchased in the Panjab), and utterly rejected as incredible the assertion

ofour people that I had not paid an3rthing at all for her. One fine young

Sirdar with whom I was riding alone one morning told me that he knew

the English worshipped a woman, whose head they put on their coins,

and they had images of her in their churches. This impression, a con-

fusion of ideas between Romish images of the Virgin and the Queen’s

head on our coins, was very general in those days in the Panjab where

very few Englishwomen had been seen, except in the military canton-

ments. Only one English lady before Mrs Adauns had lived in Ghjrat,

and Mrs Adams had only been there a few months. So my wife was a

startling novelty and the women in the remoter villages would crowd

round the camp peeping shyly at her, and there were, I was told, hot

discussions as to whether she was a man or a woman. The absence of a

beard was advanced in favour of the latter view, while the fact of her

riding on horseback seemed a strong argument for the former.

The Viceroy and his party returned while we were in camp, and I

rode by the side of Lady Canning’s carriage pointing out to her what-

ever was noticeable. She saw our tiny camp of two tents pitched on an

open plain near the road and being told that my wife was in it, insisted

on my going back to her, as she could not bear to think of the young

bride being left alone among native servants in that wild place. Lady

Canning was always kind and thoughtful for othdrs.
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A large meeting was held at Sialkot, where a durbar of some im-

portance took place, at which the Maharaja of Kashmir attended to pay

his respects to the Viceroy of his Suzerain the Queen of England. His

tents were constructed of the richest Cashmere shawls and his throne

was of the same embroidered in gold. Those who saw it said it was the

most gorgeous thing of the kind they had ever seen. Hardinge was

ordered to be present, and he summoned me into Gujrat to carry on the

district work in his absence, so my wife and I had to ride in about twenty

miles. This over-exertion knodted her up, and brought on a mis-

carriage. The ignorance of matters relating to their health when
married, in which many young Englishwomen are brought up, often

leads in India, where they have no older women to advise diem, to

disastrous consequences. My wife did not know that in her condition

she ought not to ride, and a long and tedious illness was the conse-

quence. We had only the Bengali doctor at our station and she shrank

from consulting him, so I wrote to Dr Aitchison, the Civil Surgeon of

Jhelam, and he very kindly came over to see her. Jhelam was thirty

miles away, and his duties there prevented him from leaving the station

oftener than once a week. But regularly every Sunday he came over by

the mail cart, and this comforted her. She was very brave and patient,

but it was great grief tome that I could not gei more constant attendance

for her. She did not thoroughly recover till May.

Meanwhile, in April, I went to Rawal Pindi to pass my examination

in law, the rules of practice, and languages. When first appointed, a

young Civilian had only what were then called ‘ordinary powers’; he

could only pass very light sentences, and consequently could only try

petty cases. After six months he was expected to pass a first examina-

tion, and if successful he was invested with ‘second-class powers’

enabling him to try more important cases. Six months later he again

had to pass a second, and more difficult examination, when he obtained

the ‘full powers’ of a Magistrate and could try cases of all kinds, and

perform revenue work of every description. On this occasion both

examinations, called the ‘lower’ and ‘higher’ standards, were held at

once, the examination which ought to have been held in the previous

November having been for some reason postponed. We were allowed, as

a special case, to go up for both standards at once. This was very difficult,

but I was successful, and so was my contemporary Charles Edward
Bernard. We two, I think, were almost the only men who ever passed

both standards at once, and the first time of going up. It is only fiur to

say that the examinations were far less difficult then than they are now,

not only because the examiners were more lenient, but because the
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Panjab system ofgovernment was far simpler than the present. We hgH
no Acts and Regulations, no complicated rules of civil and criminal
procedure, no fearfully intricate systems of accounts to study. We had
to show that we possessed sound judgment, and knew the few and simple
circulars issued for our guidance. The linguistic test was much harder
as we had to show that we could converse fluently, understand and make
ourselves understood by rude peasants speaking various kinds of rustic

patois. As the result ofmy success I was invested with ‘full powers* and
my salary was raised from Rs 400 to Rs 500 a month.

In June a change of air was recommended for my wife, and as I

could not get leave to go to the hills, Hardinge kindly made over to me
the management of the western part of the district. In this region is a

low range of hills called the Pabli, running parallel to the Jhelam River,

on the top ofwhich a former Deputy Commissioner had built a delight-

ful little bungalow at a place called Bani. It had a garden round it, with

buildings for the amla and servants, and commanded lovely views of the

Kashmir hills. Here we lived very happily for some time, and the change

did my wife much good. Dear old Aitchison rode over from Jhelam

—

it was only six miles—constantly to see her, and we often went to

Jhelam to spend a day or two there. This was a very happy time.

Here a curious incident occurred. The Indian <^haplains ofthose days

were not a very clerical class of men—at least those we fell in with, for

it is perhaps hardly fair to include the whole body under one sweeping

condemnation. Some that we met were certainly rather lax in their

conduct. One morning, as I went out to inspect the adjacent police-

station, I was met by a doleful procession: the Thanadar, Moharrir and

Jamadar with their heads artistically bound up in bloody rags, blood

dried in clots on their faces, and their clothes tom and dusty. In answer

to my questions they stated that in the night a Padre had arrived from

Jhelam in a dooly. He was intoxicated and as his relay of bearers could

not immediately be found, he had got angry, called up the police

oflicers and, after swearing at them, had beaten them all with a thick

stick, after which he had flung himself, exhausted by his violence, into

his dooly and, the fresh bearers having arrived, had been carried on his

way. Of course the police oflicers had, after their custom, made the

most of the incident, and had taken care to exhibit as much blood and

wounds as they could. But I was bound to take notice of the matter, and

Aitchison coming up at the t^’me, I asked him if he knew who the Padre

was. He laughed and said he had been dimng the night before at the

Mess of a Regiment, then stationed at Jhelam, that the Padre (whose

natn#' he told me) had been there and the officers had amused them-
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selves by making him drunk and had then put him into his dooly and

started him on his journey. Not wishing to have the scandal ofsummon-
ing the Padre and punishing him in open court, I wrote him a studiously

moderate letter telling him ofthe accusation and advising him to make it

up with the police officers by giving them a little present to induce them

to withdraw the charge. I also told him, without however mentioning

Aitchison*s name, that I had been informed of what took place at the

Mess. In a few days’ time I received a letter in about forty pages from

the Padre accusing me of spying upon his actions, instigating anony-

mous accusers to bring slanderous charges against him, and winding

up by calling me Tontius Pilate’, ‘ Iscariot’, ‘an assassin thrusting

in the dark’ and similar other violent clerical abuse. He did not, how-

ever, deny the charge. On this I wrote to the Bishop, whom I had met

once or twice, and asked him for his advice. That good and kindly man.

Bishop Q)tton, replied that he thanked me very much for not bringing

the Ghaplain into the police court, regretted the quite unjustifiable

violence of the Padre's language and the utterly unnecessary and

irrelevant tirade of forty pages which he had written, and said that he

had written to the Padre requesting him at once to follow my very

friendly advice, to compensate the police for the assault, and to

apologize to me for his insulting letter. In due course there arrived a

letter from the Padre—^a very short one this time—^in which he tendered

a sort of half-apology, winding up with the singular remark that ‘we

have both much to forget and to forgive’ ! This was hardly satisfactory,

but as he compensated the police, at Hardinge’s request, I allowed the

matter to drop.

Hardinge now announced his intention of taking furlough, much to

our distress, for he was very much liked by both of us. He left in

September and was succeeded by a Lieutenant Paske, another of the

military men in Civil employ, of whom there were so many in the

Panjab then. He was a great friend of Mr Donald McLeod, then

Financial Commissioner, and had been in the Educational Department,

whence his patron pitchforked him into this favourite station. His wife

was a very ill-bred, offensive little woman, puffed up in a most ridicu-

lous way with the supposed grandeur of her husband’s position, and

expecting my wife and myself to toady her and wait upon her. She

repeatedly annoyed us by telling us that we were ‘only Assistants’, and

other offensive remarks, which affected us all the more because of their

contrast to the uniform courtesy and kindness of dear old Hardinge.

Added to this, Paske made many changes in the district arrangements,

most of which, owing to his ignorance of district work, were ‘distinctly
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changes for the worse. The old Sirdars and Choudhries used to come to

me complaining ofthe new regime, and though I was as irritated as they

were, I had no power to do anything. The cold weather passed un-

pleasantly enough under these circumstances, and early in the New
Year I unfortunately allowed myself to be so goaded by this man, that

I lost my temper and had a savage quarrel with him, the result of which

was that I was transferred to another district, and we left our dear

Gujrat for our new district, Ambala, in February i86i.
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CHAPTER IX

Ambala and Ludiana, i86i

There was great sorrow at our departure, and a calvacade of the

principal natives accompanied us some miles on our way where they

took an affectionate farewell of us. I had perhaps no great cause for

complaint, for I had been two years in what was considered one of the

best districts in the Panjab, a very imusual thing in those days when, as

I have mentioned before, men were generally moved once in six months

or even less. Still, it was a griefto us to leave our pretty little house, and

the numerous friends we had made in those parts, and the more so as

we were now moved quite to the other end of the province where we
knew no one, and all the conditions of existence were very different.

My wife, too, was not in a condition to travel. We reached Ambala on

the 2ist February i86i, after a fatiguing journey ofseven days, and were

hospitably received by Colonel Busk, the Deputy Commissioner, a

shy, silent and somewhat unsociable widower. He took a liking to us,

however, and was less reserved to us than to others. My poor wife

was so much knocked up by the long journey that we feared a mis-

carriage. She, however, recovered after a few days’ rest, and we found

an empty house where we settled down with a tolerable amount of

comfort.

I felt strange and rather at sea at Ambala, for although all the districts

in the Panjab were supposed to be governed on precisely the same

system, yet an absolute uniformity is not attainable in this world, and

the circumstances of the country were so different from those of

Gujrat that there was much in the work that was entirely new to me. It

was a much larger and more civilized district than Gujrat and the work

was in consequence not only heavier, but more intricate. Instead of the

simple cattle-thefts and adulteries which constituted the staple crimes

ofthe Jats and Gujars ofmy old district, I now had complicated cases of

forgery, perjury and embezzlement, and occasionallly had to try a

European soldier out of the cantonment in virtue of the powers of a

Justice of the Peace which had recently been conferred on me. There

was a very large military force at Ambala, some six miles away from the

Civil Station in a spacious and well laid-out cantonment with several

miles of broad, tree-shaded roads crossing each other at right-angles,
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numerous houses in big compounds, shops, bazaars and barracks.
There was also a large, populous native town enclosed in high walls and
protected by a strong fort, and all round a barren, hungry, waterless

plain of sand and rocks, with the snowy peaks of the Himalayas on the
northern horizon. Shortly after my arrivd the wheat crop, widch is the
chief harvest of the year in those parts, failed; and famine reigned not
only in Ambala, but for miles and miles around. I was sent out to take

charge of the parganas^ of Ropar, Kharar and Morinda, lying along the

left bank of the Sutlej River just below the hills. I was in tents, and
every morning rose before dawn and rode through village after village

accompanied by the Tahsildar, carefully examining the state of the

crops and making notes as to the amount of the relief which it would
be necessary to give to the people who were already on the verge of

starvation. At each village the people flocked round us in crowds

showing us their parched-up fields and the granaries nearly, ifnot quite,

empty. Reaching my tent about eleven, I spent the day in trying cases,

and writing reports. At four we were all in the saddle again riding round

another circle of villages. We did not get back to our tents till long after

dark. All along the barren rocky spurs ofthe mountains, and far down to

the Rajputana desert in the south the crops had failed. The scanty

stalks of the wheat stood barely three inches high and the ears already

formed were dry and empty. The weUs were nearly dry, many of the

cattle dead, and the people waiting in silent and hopeless misery till

death should overtake them too. This part of India, the immemorial

battlefield of all the invading races, is thickly sprinkled with castles.

Strangely resembling the medieval castles of Europe, they consist of a

central lofty keep, a courtyard or two, an enceinte of high and strong

battlemented wails, surrounded by a moat, crossed by a single draw-

bridge. In each of these castles dwelt an old feudal chief. They all came

out to meet me in their finery, and complained bitterly of their suffer-

ings from the scarcity. I remained under canvas till the middle of April

when the heat became insupportable and I was recalled to the Station.

My wife did not go with me on this tour as her health was not strong

enough to stand the fatigue and exposure. Even I, strong though I was,

was a good deal knocked up. But there was no rest for me. Relief

centres—^i.e. places where food and shelter were given—were opened

in the station and at various places in the district and crowds of

^ A pargana is an ancient division of the country for revenue purposes. There

are parganas in all parts of India but they differ very much in size, some being as

large as the largest English county while some are only the size of a parish. On
average a pargana may be considered equal to a middling-sized county.
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famished wretches poured in from all the country round. They

received twice a day a dole of food, under the eye of the Deputy Com-
missioner and his Assistants, for not even in such a bitter emergency

as this could native officials be trusted not to embezzle. So each one of

us had to preside daily at the distribution of food, while the ordinary

work of trying cases went on all the same. The immense jail was

crowded with people who had committed petty thefts on purpose to get

put into prison where they would get food. It was a strange and dreary

time.

On the 14th May 1861 my wite was delivered ofa son, a beautiful and

large baby with blue eyes. Our joy was great, but of short duration, for

our beautiful child died quite suddenly on the 22nd. We afterwards

found that the doctor, a drunken, careless old fellow, had injured its

head in bringing it into the world and had concealed the fact from us.

On the night of the 22nd I was, as usual in the Panjab, sleeping on a

charpoy in the garden when I was called in to see my wife. She had the

child in her arms, and said it was in great pain, crying and moaning, and

squinting very strangely. She begged me to go and fetch the doctor, so I

dressed, called for my horse, and galloped off into the cantonments

where the doctor lived; for they gave us no Civil Surgeon for the Qvil

Station. I found him asleep in his garden. He paid very little attention

to me, and when I had described the symptoms he laughed and said,

‘Only a little wind in the stomach. Give it some rhubarb. I will call in

the morning,* and turned over and went to sleep again. Much relieved

I galloped back, went into my wife’s bedroom and told her what the

doctor had said. She heard me out, and then said quietly, The baby is

dead.’ This was a terrible shock to us both, and especially to my poor

dear wife. She was a long time recovering and might have been longer,

but for the kindness of Dr Ince, a brilliant young surgeon, just fresh

from home, well-up in the latest medical knowledge, and having as

much in his little finger as stupid, careless, drunken old B 1 had in

his whole carcase. Ince was prevented by professional etiquette from

attending my wife. Such was the official tyranny of those days that we
were bound to employ the doctor appointed by Government and as the

charge of a Civil Station was very lucrative, the senior medical officers

claimed and obtained it. Many ofthese old fogies had not been home for

years, they never read medical books or kept themselves abreast ofthe

progress of medical science, they did their work in a perfunctory, care-

less manner, and spent most of their time in playing cards and drinking.

My wife was a young, strong, healthy woman, and the child was healthy

and well formed. There were no complications about the confinement.
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Old B was probably only half sober; no monthly nurse could be

procured; had one been present she might have prevented the doctor

firom doing mischief. As it was the child’s skull got injured in some way
and it died. Ince was very indignant and as he could not openly attend

my wife, we used to invite him to dinner and after dinner he would

have a little talk to her, and prescribe for her. Old B 1 avoided her,

and well he might. Thanks to Ince she recovered by degrees. The child

was buried in the cemetery at Ambala, but as it died so suddenly that

we had no time to have it baptized, the chaplain refused to read the

burial service over it, and was only with difficulty persuaded to allow the

grave to be dug in consecrated ground. I wrote to my father about this,

and he replied in a long and affectionate letter giving me the whole

history of the Church’s teaching on the subject, and winding up by

saying that he had too firm a beliefin God’s mercy and justice to suppose

that the soul of an innocent child could possibly be lost for lack of

baptism. So we were comforted. But the weather was very dreadful

and retarded my wife’s recovery. The heat day and night was intense;

a sort of simoom, a ‘dust-storm’ as it is called, frequently blew for days

together. A storm of this kind blows up clouds of fine sand from the

Rajputana deserts, and this sand penetrates everywhere, even into

apparently closely shut houses, and covers tables, beds, floors with a

fine layer of gritty dust. The storm usually lasts four days, during which

the sky is obscured by the flying sand, the sun cannot be seen and a

low moaning in the air continues. My drive of two miles and a half to

my cutcherry every day in the teeth of the storm was a very unpleasant

experience. At last we felt we could not stand Ambala any longer and I

applied for a transfer. Sir Robert Montgomery wrote me a very kind

letter and transferred me to the adjacent Station of Ludiana.

We left Ambala on the 15th June 1861, having been there less than four

months. Our move, as it turned out,was from the frying-pan into the fire.

Ifwe were uncomfortable at Ambala we were more so at Ludiana. The
Deputy Commissioner of this place was Colonel McNeill, well known

as a despotic, determined man, a perfea Tartar; and to his subordinates

a brutal buUy. He was, it is true, the right man for the district, for the

large city of Ludiana was full of Kashmiris who are known all over

India as the most desperate ruffians. There was also a numerous

population of Afghans attracted by the sort of court held by some

Afghan princes who were detained there as political prisoners. There is

a well-known verse current in Upper India which stigmatizes Afghans

and Kashmiris as the worst of men. To keep the turbulent popula-

tion of this large and flourishing place in order a stem, strong-handed
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man like this McNeill was wanted. But though we gave him all praise

for the vigour of his administration, we European officers serving under

him felt that he had no right to treat us in the same harsh way as he

treated the thieving, brawling cut-throats of Afghans and Kashmiris.

He was peculiarly severe upon us, because I was a Civilian, and he

disliked all Civilians, and because a particular friend of his had been

moved to make room for me. So I and my wife were subjected to a

variety of petty annoyances. In most Indian Stations there were clubs

for the supply of such articles of food and other comforts as could not

otherwise be procured. There was a mutton club for instance. Every

European in the station paid a certain sum every month, and the

Civil Surgeon managed it. He bought the sheep, paid the shepherd, saw

that the sheep were properly fed, and once or twice a week had a sheep

killed and joints sent to all subscribers. Mutton of an eatable descrip-

tion could only be obtained in this way. McNeill ordered that we were

not to be allowed to subscribe to this club, and though he had no right

or power to give such an order, so great was the fear ofhim, that no one

dared to disobey him. So we had to live on coarse goat’s flesh, such as

we could buy in the bazaar, till the doctor kindly shared his joint with

us. After a time one of the subscribers to the club was transferred to

another station for a time, and during his absence retained his share in

the club, and we bought the mutton from him. Many other petty

persecutions of this sort we had to suffer from this man. But his

brutality defeated itself for the other people, being English men and

women, were indignant at his conduct, and tried to make up to us for

it by extreme kindness.

The only pleasant event in our stay at Ludiana was a visit from dear

old Elliot. He took it into his head to marry about this time, and much
to his wife’s disgust came to spend his honeymoon with us. I am not

writing his life, and I have no right to divulge his secrets. I will, there-

fore, be silent on the subject of his marriage. They stayed with us three

weeks, and after their departure I fell ill and was sent to Simla by the

doctor for change of air. We spent a pleasant month there, in a house,

part of which was rented by my Haileybury friend, C. E. Bernard,

who lent it to us, as he had to go to Calcutta as Under-Secretary to the

Government of India. The other half was inhabited by another old

Haileybury man, R. T. Burney, with whom he chummed, and a very

merry party we were. We did lots of sketching in the glorious scenery

of the Himalayas.^

' I had a narrow escape while at Simla. Instead of riding the small surefooted

hill ponies as they did at other hill stttions, people at Simla used to ride their
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Shortly after our return to Ludiana I received, without any previous

notice, orders informing that I was transferred to Bengal—the Lower
Provinces, In great distress I started for Lahore, saw Sir R. Mont-
gomery and begged to be allowed to stay in the Panjab. He received me
very coldly and assured me that there would be a much better career

awaiting me in Bengal; that I was far too independent and insub-

ordinate for the Panjab, and that having been asked to supply three

oflScers for Bengal, which was then short of hands, he had specially

selected me—because I suppose he wanted to get rid ofme—and as he

had already reported my name to the Government of India it was too

late to make any change. I was somewhat comforted by this and after

hurriedly disposing of my furniture, left Ludiana on the 22nd Nov-
ember 1861 and the Panjab two days later—^for good.

Thus closed a chapter in my career and a totally new existence

opened for me in a different part of the country. Looking back now at

this period after many years, I see that I had much cause for thankful-

ness to that loving Providence which guides our steps.

Strong in body and in mind, enthusiastically interested in my work

and in the people and the country, I was at the same time hot-tempered,

independent, and horribly careless as to what I said or did. If I had

stayed longer in the Panjab I should almost certainly have got into

serious trouble with the military men in Civil employ—the ‘Cutcherry

Captains’ as we used to call them. We junior Civilians resented the

presence of these men, because they stopped our promotion, were

harsh and stuck-up and overbearing, and introduced military ideas of

subordination instead of the genial, brotherly relations which subsisted

between members of our own service. Under a Civilian Deputy Com-
missioner and with a Civilian Commissioner over us all, we lived and

worked together in the most perfect harmony; the respect due to an

official superior being tempered by the esprit de corps which made us all

support each other, and by the feeling that official rank was a mere

temporary accident and that we were all really English gentlemen

big horses from the plains. I rode my Biluch mare, a beautiful animal and very

fast. One day I rode alone to see a waterfall and by mistake took a wrong path,

which rose and rose along a lofty hillside narrowing as it went. At last it grew

so narrow that riding was no longer safe. I therefore slipped off and taking the

reins over my arm led the horse. I had not dismounted two minutes when her

foot slipped and she went over the edge. I tugged at her with the reins but I

could not hold her. The poor beast struggled hard but the soft earth gave way

and she rolled down, bumping from one rock to another till she landed in a

pool at the foot of the waterfall. Slowly and painfully I climbed down and found

her dead. I managed to get the saddle and bridle off and carrying them over mv
shoulder trudged sadly and wearily several miles back to Simla.
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socially equal. Under a military Deputy Commissioner on the other hand

we were treated as if we were something by nature inferior, and they

assumed an offensive air of superiority. They were, moreover, inter-

lopers, put into Qvil posts at a time when the Government chose to

assume that it had not sufficient officers in the Qvil Service to ad-

minister the newly-conquered territory of the Panjab. But when the

number of Qvilians was increased Government had got so enamoured

of a system which so largely increased their patronage, and enabled

them to provide for sons and relatives of influential persons, that they

broke the pledge which they had given to the Civil Service, that this

intrusion of military men into their domain should be temporary only,

and refused to send back these Colonels and Captains to their regiments.

They did indeed promise, in order to pacify the Civilians, that their

promotion should keep pace with that of their fellows in the regulation

provinces, but whenever a Civilian was promoted in fulfilment of this

promise, all the Cutcherry Captains raised a howl. Then we Civilians

reminded them that they had been sent out to India to fight, and drill

troops, not to govern districts and try lawsuits; that all the Civil appoint-

ments were ours by right, and finally, if they did not like it, it was

always open to them to go back to their regiments, which was their

proper place, and where they would get about half the pay they now
did. Perhaps no one felt this matter so strongly as I did, for I had

experienced the difference between the camaraderie of dear old Brad-

ford Hardinge and the snobbish pride of the Paskes, followed at a little

interval by the cruel persecution of McNeill. One day I electrified

that terrible Tartar McNeill by telling him (alluding to the notorious

fact that soldiers got into civil employ by backstairs influence, nepotism

and jobbery) that our respective positions reminded me of St Paul and

the Centurion. The Centurion said, ‘with a great sum obtained I this

freedom’ but Paul said, ‘but I was freeborn.’ It was probably remarks of

this kind combined with my quarrel with Paske that led to my being

transferred to Bengal. Riske belonged to a small but very influential

clique which surrounded the Lieutenant-Governor and shared among
themselves all the best appointments. They were commonly called ‘the

Royal Family* and to quarrel with one of them was fatal to one’s

prospects. It was therefore fortunate for me that I got out of this part

of the country when I did. Besides, I got very much more rapid

promotion that I could have got in the Panjab. So eveiything was for

the best in this best of all possible worlds.

We travelled down-country in the usual leisurely way, in a dSk g§ri,

the only mode of conveyance for long joume3rs. Our progress was slow,
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for the wretched ponies kept by the ddk gari company had been more
than half-starved during the recent famine. We stopped a week with the

Elliots at Bulandshahr, two days at Agra, seeing once more the beautiful

Taj and the lonely grandeur ofAkbar’s tomb at Sikandra. Then we had
to drive some ten miles to the railway at Shikohabad which was op>cn

only up to that point from Allahabad. At this latter place we had some
trouble in finding a resting-place for the night, and were finally accom-

modated very roughly at a hotel in course of construction. Canning-

town, the new European quarter ofAllahabad, was a wilderness of half-

finished bungalows. Thence to Benares we had to travel by d^k g^
again, the railway not being yet opened. At Benares we were received

by my wife’s brother, Captain Henry Geary, whose battery of Artillery

was quartered there, and by his friend. Major Priestley, Executive

Engineer. We spent a happy week, with parties, picnics and amusements

of many kinds in this charming station, and visited the quaint and

beautiful ancient city and the ruins of Sarn^th, a celebrated Buddhist

monastery, and tope. A letter awaited me here from the Government

of Bengal containing the good news that I was to be Joint Magistrate of

Shahabad on Rs 700 a month, a rise in salary of Rs 200. This is the

frontier district of the Lower Provinces and only a short distance from

Benares. But though not far off, it was not very accessible and we had

some difficulty in getting to Arrah, the capital of the district. We went

by dak giri to Ghazipur, a large city and Qvil Station on the Ganges,

and thence in a large native boat down the Ganges to Buxar, the first

town in the Shahabad district. There we struck the railway again, but

though the line was finished, no trains were as yet running, so we had

to go on a trolly. It took us all day to get to Arrah, a distance of only

thirty miles. Finally at 6 p.m. on Thursday the 19th December 1861

we arrived, and stayed with Steuart Colvin Bayley, the Magistrate and

Collector of Shahabad. I took the oaths and assumed charge ofmy new

duties the next morning.
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CHAPTER X

Shahabad and Purnea, 1861-1862

The change from the rough, wild Panjab to sleepy, civilized Bengal was

very marked and we both felt the difference acutely. Socially the tone

was more formal and less genial. People were friendly, but a little stiff,

and punctilious about calling and invitations. At Gujrat Hardinge

would say, ‘Come and dine tonight and bring your dinner with you,*

whereupon we would send our servants over with our dinner and join

it to his and all eat of the combined meal in happiness. Here they sent

us written invitations in which they ‘requested the pleasure of our

company*, etc. We did not at first slide easily into our new grooves and

I fear we were looked upon as rather wild and uncivilized for a time.

But the station was a nice one, the houses ofthe Europeans were stately,

roomy mansions, standing in large compounds, and were handsomely

furnished. All the Europeans had horses and carriages in plenty; they

entertained handsomely and lived, as it seemed to us fresh from the

rude fare of the Panjab, luxuriously. They also dressed fashionably and

the toilettes ofthe ladies were not much behind the latest Paris fashions.

I soon found that my increased pay was not more than sufficient to meet

the cost of living in this much more expensive place. Some things it is

true were cheaper; such articles as were imported from England

through Calcutta cost less at Arrah than in the distant Panjab, owing to

the distance and consequent cost of carriage being less. At Gujrat for

instance we depended for our bottled beer, our universal and almost

only beverage, on a shop kept by an enterprising Parsee named
Jamasjee at Jhelam. He charged us thirteen or fourteen rupees a dozen

and often ran out, and we had to wait till his fresh stock came slowly

up the Indus to Jhelam in boats. Here abundant supplies could be got

from Calcutta through Dinapore for five rupees a dozen. Good and

cheap claret was also always obtainable. But grain for our horses was

three or four times as dear and we had to dress better and spend more
money on clothes. We secured a pretty house and furnished it nicely,

and as our horses and buggy arrived before long from the Panjab the

New Year found us comfortably settled.

As regards public work the contrast to the Panjab was great. The so^

called ‘Lower Provinces’ of Bengal consisted of five provinces: i. The
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ancient Kingdom of Bengal, or Bengal Proper as it was called; 2.

Orissa; 3. Behar; 4. Assam; 5. Chota Nagpur. Arrah was the capital of
the district of Shahabad which was in Behar. In the three provinces of
Bengal, Behar, and Orissa, the first acquisitions of the East India

Company, the Permanent Settlement prevailed. Under this system

the country had been from of old divided into immense estates, each

held by a zemindar who was held responsible for paying the revenue

assessed on the estate to the Government. These zemindars had been in

1793 confirmed in the permanent and hereditary possession of their

estates on the condition of paying the revenue, the amount of which
was fixed in perpetuity. If they failed to pay, the estate was put up to

public auction and knocked down to the highest bidder, who entered on

possession, subject to the same conditions .as his predecessor. It was

held in 1862, and for long after, that the Collector and other public

officers had no right and no business to inquire how the zemindar

managed his estate, or how he dealt with his immense body of tenants.

If any difference arose between them they could go to law about it, and

a celebrated statute (Act X of 3 859) provided for the decision of all such

matters. This was quite the opposite of the Panjab system, where there

were no large landholders, and the officers of Government settled the

rent to be paid by every cultivator, and were always actively intervening

in all matters connected with the land, and expected to see that rents

were punctually paid. It was the ‘ryotwarry’ system in fact. When I

spoke to my new Collector, Bayley,^ about the welfare of the peasant

class and suggested intervention in cases where they were oppressively

treated by the zemindar, he laughed at me and told me it was no business

of ours; the zemindar had a right to do what he liked with his ryots.

My Panjabi zeal was in fact laughed down by all the Bengal men. No
one took any trouble about anything. I do not mean that they were

lazy, on the contrary, they did their work regularly and conscientiously.

But this was a Regulation Province, an old possession, which had been

under British rule nearly a century, and where laws and rules had had

time to take root and harden into a settled system of procedure in which

there was no room for the exercise of individual character on the part of

officials. Here, when a case arose, they consulted their law-books, found

the law that applied, passed orders in accordance therewith, and

troubled themselves no furffier. In the Panjab, on the contrary, when a

case arose, as there were no laws to go by, each officer had to think the

matter over, and make up his mind as to what was the best thing to do.

He had to do it promptly too, for there was no time for prolonged

' Afterwards Sir Stciiart Bayley, Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal.
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reflexion or hesitation; and having issued his order he had personally

to see it carried out, and to take care that it worked satisfactorily. He
had often to get on his horse, ride to the place concerned and in pei*son

see to the execution of his orders. In Bengal such a thing was unheard

of. An order once passed was made over to the proper native officer

to be carried out, and any further instructions that might be required

were applied for and given in writing. In Bengal before you could issue

an order you had to find a section of an Act or Regulation empowering

you to do so. In the Panjab you did so, because you thought it was the

proper thing to do. It is not surprising that it was a long time before I

got accustomed to this very new state of things, and that I was liable

frequently to be reprimanded for acting without authority. ‘Taking the

law into my own hands’ was here my principal offence, while in the

Panjab the promptness and decision with which I acted on my own
judgment had won me much praise, and on one occasion I had even

been written of as an officer who displayed ‘great administrative

ability’. I got to have the same words applied to me in Bengal twenty

years later, but at first I was often found fkult with.

My first great success was in criminal work. Bayley, the Collector,

though also Magistrate, disliked criminal work, and like many Collec-

tors in those days left it entirely to the Joint Magistrate. The Indian

Penal Code and the Criminal Procedure Code had been compiled many
years previously by a Commission of able men, chiefamong whom was

the great historian Macaulay. They were not received favourably by the

Bengal Qvilians, and their introduction had been postponed for many
years. The Bengal officers had been so long accustomed to administer

justice by the light (or darkness) of a string of old regulations that they

could not regard the prospect of being tied down to the precision of

the new law without some apprehension. There was a muddled, jumbled

book—a ponderous quarto—called Beauforfs Digest^ in which, under

the head of each crime arranged alphabetically, were given abstracts

of decisions of the old chief Criminal Court of Bengal, the ‘Sadr

Nizimat Ad^dat’, and Magistrates were supposed to gather from these

some idea of the punishment that might be imposed. The evidence of

witnesses was taken down in writing by clerks who sat round the

court-room and read over to the Magistrate, often many days later.

Altogether the whole system was an ineffipent, intricate chaos out of

which, as a natural consequence, it resulted that offenders were very

inadequately dealt with and crime was rampant. I had the misfortune

of sitting as Magistrate for some days at the close of i86i and felt

acutely the uselessness and inefificiency of the old system. The new
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Codes were to be introduced on the ist January 1862, but Bayley told me
that I need not bother myself about them. He said, ‘Wc shall all go on
the old system as long as we can. Government will perhaps find out that

we are doing so, and will issue circulars insisting on our introducing

the new Code, but it will take six months or a year, or perhaps more
before they make us do it, and in the meantime we may go on in the

old way.’ I surprised him by saying that I was impatiently longing for

the day on which the new Code would come in. It had been introduced

in part in the Panjab six months before I left, and we had all liked the

new system very much. Somewhat reluctantly he consented to my doing

so, and confined himself to chaffing me before other men for aaually

liking the new Codes which had so long been a bugbear and a stock

subject for chaff among the Bengal men. When the day arrived and I

took my seat in court and called up the first case on the board there was

great excitement among the amla and pleaders, and my court was

thronged with people looking on to see how I did it. I went through all

the new procedure with ease owing to my six months’ familiarity with it,

and instructed the amla and the audience, pointing out the various

sections ofthe Act under which I was acting. It got soon to be a custom

for European officers to come into my court to sit on the bench and

watch my proceedings, and I gained considerable kudos thereby.

At this time also the new police were introduced, and here also the

Panjab had been in advance of Bengal, so that I was better acquainted

with the new system than the other men. In this matter ofthe organiza-

tion of the new system I was useful.

We were not destined however to remain long at Arrah. In May I

was appointed, much to my surprise. Officiating Magistrate and Col-

lector of Purneah on a salary of Rs 1,250. This was a great stroke of

promotion, and quite unexpected, for in those days we had no

‘Quarterly Civil List’ to tell us how we stood for promotion. My wife

was expecting to be confined, but we thought we should have time to

get to our new station before the event occurred, so again we sold our

furniture, and prepared to set out on our travels. My brother Pearson,

who was with his Regiment the 69th Foot in Burmah, took leave and

joined us and was very helpful to us. We left Arrah on the 3rd June

1862 in palkis and reached Patna next morning. There my wife, prob-

ably from the jolting of the palki, felt ill and was afraid to continue her

journey. We did* not know anyone at Dinapore except the doctor, who

told us of a strange old man named Good, who kept a large and com-

fortable hotel at Deega between Dinapore and Patna. This eccentric

person was always very much offended if a traveller drove up to his
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door and treated the place as if it was an hotel. So the doctor went to

him and represented that some of his fhends were passing through

Patna, and one ofthem, a lady, was ill, and as they had no place to go to,

he would be much obliged ifMr Good would kindly take them in. He
consented to do so, and after spending some hours on a steamer, by

which we had intended to go on, ifmy wife’s illness had not intervened,

we found ourselves at Mr Good’s hotel. We stayed there four da3rs,

during which time the worthy man and his wife kept up the farce ofour

being their guests. They took their meals with us, and Mr Good always

offered his arm to my wife, and I had to take in Mrs Good. They were

very vulgar people but kindhearted. He was a coach-builder by trade

and did a large business in repairing the carriages in Patna and the sur-

rounding stations. The eccentric way in which he kept his hotel was

typical of the tone assumed by the middle and lower classes of

Europeans in India, every one ofwhom considered himself a ‘Sahib’ or

gentleman. After a few days’ rest my wife felt well enough to continue

the journey, so we started again. Mr Good did not forget to send in his

bill when we left—it amounted to Rs 8o, as much as the best hotels in

Calcutta would charge.

We were so fortunate as to find a Government steamer going down
the Ganges, on which, as an officer joining his station, I was entitled to a

free passage. These steamers have a ‘flat’ or large barge lashed to each

side, so that the whole concern consists of three boats abreast. The
cargo is placed on the flats and the steamer is reserved for passengers.

Though it was June, the hottest month of the year, the swift movement
of the vessel produced a cool breeze and we sat at the forecastle in long

cane chairs and enjoyed the journey very much. On the 12th June after

four days in the steamer we landed at Caragola, the entrance to the

Purneah district, and reached the station the next morning, Friday

the 13th June 1862.

The first appearance of the district was decidedly uninviting. On
passing the rocky promontory of Colgong the Ganges gradually widens,

the hills on the rignt bank recede, and on the left a river nearly as wide

as the Ganges itself, the Kusi, pours in with a turbid mass of thick

yellow water. The united stream is nearly nine miles wide. The left or

northern shore is low and flat, save where a high raised bank came down
to it at right-angles. This was the Ganges and Darjeeling road. On either

side of it were clusters of squalid mat huts, with a few small white-

washed brick buildings amongst them. The ruins of a fine old Mahom-
medan tomb and garden were gradually tumbling into the river which

was cutting away the soft, sandy soil. Inland stretched in all directions a
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flat plain covered with tall, waving grass, higher than a man, topped with
white plumes. Caragola was not a regular settled village, but a sort of
emporium which had risen into a squalid, mushroom sort of existence
owing to its being the entrance to the district, and the way to the rising

sanitarium of Darjeeling. It is now no more, having been entirely

washed away by the river in 1864. We were hospitably received at

Purneah, and after a short time found ourselves a house, and bought

some furniture. We had hardly got settled when the long-expected con-

finement took place. On the 25th July 1862, at a quarter past eight in the

morning, was bom our eldest living son, David. He was not baptized

till the 3rd September when Henry Geary came to stay with us. He and

my brother Pearson were the godfathers. My wife recovered rapidly and

was soon able to enjoy her morning rides with me again.

The new work and new surroundings of my position in Purneah

caused me at first some embarrassment. To be appointed to officiate as

Magistrate and Collector of a district after only four years* seivicc was

unprecedentedly rapid promotion. Even if I had spent those four years

in Bengal, becoming familiar with the Bengal system, the charge of so

large a district would have been a difficult task for so young an officer.

But having passed nearly all the time in the Panjab, where the system

was entirely different, it was still more difficult for me to do the work.

Purneah was a district of more than 5,000 square miles, and was

officially described about this time as 'the most lawless district in

Bengal*. Owing to its notorious unhealthiness it was shunned by all

officers whose ability or personal influence were sufficient to secure

them favourite districts. Thus it was generally entrusted to men of

inferior calibre, or to men who were in disgrace, for the Government

has the habit of reserving some of the most unhealthy districts as

'penal settlements’ to which they send any man whom they wish to

punish. I was sent there because I was a stranger whom no one knew

or cared about. Peacock, the son of Sir Barnes Peacock, Chief Justice of

Bengal, who was of the same standing as myself and was appointed

Collector at the same time, got the healthy and favourite distria of

Monghyr. But malarious Purneah was good enough for a friendless

man like me.^

' During the whole of my career in India I corresponded with my dear

friend Elliot. I wrote a long letter to him on an average twice a week, and sent

him short scraps in between. He wrote me also; his letters were not so frequent

as mine but generally longer. All his letters I have destroyed, but all mine he

kept. Before leaving India in 1893 I succeeded with some difficulty in inducing

him to give me my letters. There was a large box full of them, and as they

contain a fiurly complete history of my life in India written day by day, extracts
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The officer designated ‘Magistrate and CoUector’ is the actual ruler

of a district, usually a tract of country between two and five thousand

square miles in extent and containing in most cases about a million and

a half or two millions ofinhabitants. He is the pivot on which the whole

administration turns; all those below him are under his orders and

engaged in assisting him, all those above him depend upon him for

information, and are engaged in giving him orders and instructions. But

like Joseph in the Egyptian prison ‘whatsoever is done there he is the

doer of it*. From this date then begins the really active and important

part of my life. All before this was merely training and preparation.

Now began action.

At first I began too hot and strong. The very qualities which were

most required to bring this lawless district into order—activity, stern-

ness, and a somewhat high-handed self-will were precisely those which

1 was always being told by Alonzo Money were my chief faults, and I

was often warned by friends and well-wishers not to be so hot-headed,

or as they expressed it, ‘so Panjabi*.

To take things quietly; never to act on one*s own responsibility if it

could be helped; to sit calmly in court hearing reports read and dictat-

ing orders for a certain number of hours every day; to write long,

decorously-worded reports to the Commissioner; to see that all periodi-

cal returns were punctually submitted; to listen patiently to long-

winded pleaders arguing for their clients;—all this was proper and be-

coming and in the eyes ofmy new acquaintances constituted the whole

duty of man. Whatsoever was more than this savoured of evil.

The first difficult and important business that fell to my lot to manage

was the Darbhanga Estate. Money had urged me to give my most

careful attention to this matter, when I called on him at Bhagalpur. So

the first thing I did on taking charge was to tell my Head Clerk to bring

the papers of the Darbhanga affair. He looked a little surprised, but

only said one word, ‘All?’ ‘Yes, all,’ I said, wondering why he should

ask such a question. I understood the next morning when a string of

coolies arrived laden with large bundles which they simply said were

‘Darbhanga papers’. When deposited on the floor they made a heap

about three feet high reaching all along one side of a large room.

One of the largest estates in the Lower Provinces is Darbhanga, the

proprietor of which is the greatest noble in Behar and bears the title of

Maharaja. The estate consists of a large number of parganas and

from them will give a more vivid impression of what the life really was than a

dry record compiled years after the events occurred. I shall therefore quote

from them largely in these pages.
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stretches in an unbroken expanse along the country between the

Ganges and Himalayas for about 200 miles. Its total area is 2,460 square

miles, larger than many European kingdoms. A portion of it called

Dharmpur lies in the district of Pumeah. It is about forty miles long

with an average width of twenty miles, the area being over 600 square

miles. The great River Kusi runs through it from north to south divid

ing it into two nearly equal parts. The proprietor of this vast estate was

just dead, leaving his estate heavily in debt. His son and successor was

an infant of three years of age. Under such circumstances the estate, as

is customary, was taken charge of by Government and placed under

what is called the Court of Wards. This so-called court is really no

court at all. The estate is managed, and the minor’s maintenance and

education provided for, by the Collector of the Distria acting partly on

his own authority and partly under orders of the Commissioner of the

Division, who in his turn is subject to the general supervision of the

Board of Revenue in Calcutta. When, as was the case with Darbhanga,

the estate is scattered over several districts the Collector of each district

manages that portion which lies in his jurisdiction, and a General

Manager is appointed who has charge of the person of the Ward and a

vaguely defined power with regard to the administration of the estate.

This arrangement provides that jumble of conflicting authorities, and

absence of power definitely concentrated in the hands of one capable

ofiicer, which is so dear to the British mind and accounts for so many of

our administrative failures both at home and abroad.

The General Manager, who lived in one of the Maharaja’s palaces at

Muzaffarpur, the capital of the district of Tirhut in which most part of

the Darbhanga estate lay, was one Forlong, who had been an indigo

planter. He was a big, pompous man, but clear-headed and aaive. He
wore a long cloak theatrically flung around his shoulders, and drove

about in a barouche and four, followed by mounted attendants in dark

green uniforms, armed with swords and carbines. The sub-manager for

the Purneah portion of the estate was one Richard De Courcy, also an

indigo planter, an old resident of the district well acquainted with the

people, their manners and customs.

All this organization was quite new. Forlong, Dc G)urcy and the

others had only just been appointed. The first thing that had to be done

was for the Colleaor to write an elaborate report—nothing can be done

in India without the ‘report’—giving minute details of the number of

farms on the estate, their extent and condition, and the rent paid by

each, with numerous other particulars. The piles of papers I had ob-

tained from my office were rent rolls, reports from native subordinates,
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and a mass of correspondence between the Board, the Commissioner

and the Collector relating to the first steps which had just been taken to

bring the estate under the Court of Wards. These preliminaries having

been completed my report was awaited in order to begin the actual

management. The task of compiling such a report would have been

difficult for anyone, but it was peculiarly so for one who was unac-

quainted with the intricate details of land revenue management in

Bengal—a subject which, writing as I do now after thirty years* ex-

perience of it, I still consider the most difficult, confused, and compli-

cated I have ever known. Fortunately for me, I had in De Courcy an

honest, laborious, and deeply experienced helper, and with his assistance

I was able, after about a month’s hard work, to produce a report of

formidable magnitude setting forth the present condition of the estate

and making proposals for its future management. My proposals were

approved and I was directed to put them into operation at once.

The Dharmpur portion of the estate, constituting my charge, lay

mostly to the east of the Kusi River, and had never been visited by the

Maharaja. The Brahmins, in whom, though himself a Brahmin, he

implicitly believed, had set afloat an ingenious tradition that if ever the

Lord of Darbhanga should cross the Kusi, his estate would pass into

other hands and his ancient family come to an end. Having thus

secured this portion of the estate from inconvenient surveillance, they

set to work to profit by the superstition. It is an ancient custom for

wealthy Hindu land-holders to make gifts of land free of rent to

Brahmins, ostensibly for their support and to defray the expenses ofthe

worship ofsome idol. They are taught that by so doing they store up for

themselves rewards in a future state, and that to take away these lands

is a sin ofthe deepest dye. Thus all the idle vagabond Brahmins in the

countryside had obtained rent-free grants of land in Dharmpur, and

where they got a grant of ten acres, they contrived by fraud, and by

pushing to the uttermost limit the traditional awe and respect for their

caste, to get possession of fifty or a hundred. So that extensive tracts of

rich arable land which ought to have yielded revenue to the landlord

were held free by these impudent beggars. The fraud was not detected

by the Maharaja, and it is doubtful whether he would have dared to

remedy it even had he been able to detect it. The whole S3^tem of

management was faulty. It was followed by our Government at that

time and for some years later. Eventually, however, its faults were

recognized, and it is now universally condemned. Anyone who in 1862

had ventured to attack it would have been snubbed as a visionary and

an innovator. My own timid remonstrances, at what appeared to me,
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owing to my Panjab training to be a monstrous system, were ruthlessly

silenced.

The system may be thus described. Every peasant who cultivated

land in the estate had, of course, to pay rent for it, but as the task of
collecting rents from so large a body of men would have been almost

impracticable without a very large and expensive staff, the custom was
to break up the estate into groups of from one to a dozen villages, and
to leave each group to a contractor or ‘must^jir’ who engaged to pay a

certain lump sum yearly, reimbursing himself, and making a handsome
profit into the bargain by collecting the rents from the cultivators, and
leasing unoccupied lands to new-comers. These leases, which ran for a

term of three, seven, or ten years, were put up to public auaion and

knocked down to the highest bidders. No attempt was made to as-

certain, record, or fix the rents to be paid by the cultivators, and where

competition was keen, a system of rack-renting arose in the highest

degree oppressive to the ryots, and detrimental to the estate. It had

only one merit, if it be a merit; that it saved the zemindar a great deal

of trouble and expense, and if it led to the grinding of the wretched

peasantry—well, who cared for them? There were the law courts, and

a peasant who thought himself overcharged could bring a suit to have

his proper rent deterhiined. But the poverty and ignorance of the

peasantry, and their fear of offending the all-powerful must^jir, not to

mention the formidable and well-organized system of false witnesses,

false accounts, bribery and corruption at the disposal of the latter,

combined to deter the mass ofthe peasantry from having recourse to law.

They suffered, hungered, and died in silence. It is true, as I shall

presently mention, that a very strong agitation was at this time going on

about the Rent Law—^the then celebrated Act X of 1859—but though

the effects of this movement were strongly felt in other parts of the

district, the Dharmpur estate was hardly as yet touched by it.

Thus, in assuming the management ofDharmpur, I was not expected,

nor even permitted, to alter the existing system. All that was expected

of me was that I should collect the arrears due from the mustiljirs in

possession, and lease out the unlcased villages to the highest bidders;

that I should extricate the accounts from the confusion in which they

then were, and defend the estate in a large number of impending law-

suits—and introduce an orderly, punctual and methodical system of

management in place of the existing chaos.

The last named duty had to be done first. The mustiijirs did not pay

their rents into the Maharaja’s treasury at Darbhanga but to a native

manager resident in Pumeab, who had a large staflFofclerks, a Treasury,
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and an army of peons (guards and office messengers). This man was by

caste a Kftyasth and> like most of his caste, a wily, money-grubbing

intriguer. He had leased to himself and his friends and clerks, under

feigned names, all the best villages in the estate at absurdly low rents,

which they never paid; the manager contriving, by clever jugglery with

the accounts, and by sending to Darbhanga circumstantial reports of

imaginary destruction of crops by flood or drought, to conceal the

knowledge of these defaults. He had also numerous friends at the

court of the Maharaja who were induced by bribes and presents to

assist in the fraud, and to prevent complaints from reaching the ears of

the timid and indolent Maharaja.

Thus, while Jhabbu Lai the manager was accumulating wealth and

building himself a great house in his native village, the revenues of the

estate were daily diminishing and it no longer paid its way. Rs 60,000

had to be sent every year from Darbhanga to pay the land revenue due

to the Government. When the old Maharaja died and the Government

assumed charge of the estate this condition of affairs caused much
anxiety and one ofthe first tasks Alonso Money laid down for me was to

devise a remedy. This is the way with the Bengal Government. They

put an inexperienced young man into a difficult post, and expect him to

be equal to all the duties it entails. It is like throwing a boy into the

water to teach him to swim. Somehow most of us swam.

In putting down abuses it has always been my plan to go straight

at the throat of the biggest game. It is waste of time to attack and

demohsh the small fry. If they are crushed the big man can always

find fresh tools to take their place. In digging up a white ants’ nest it is

but lost labour to kill the working ants, for the queen ant soon produces

a fresh swarm; but if you catch the queen and destroy her, the whole

nest perishes. Like Virgil’s bees—*rege in columi mens omnibus unoy

Andsso rupere favosy etc. So, much to the dismay ofDe Courcy, I deter-

mined to go for Jhabbu Lai. He had paid no rent for many years, though

he held some of the fattest farms on the estate. This fact came out

clearly as soon as the accounts were properly made out by De Courcy

and his clerks. Being thus confronted, Jhabbu Lai produced a long bill

of sums which he said the estate owed to him, and dangled this bill

before De Courcy’s eyes whenever called on to pay his arrears of rent.

At last I procured a complete list of all defaulters and summoned them

to appear on a certain date at De Courcy’s office. On arriving there on

the date fixed, we found a large concourse of people, mostly Jhabbu

Lai’s friends and adherents, defaulters like himseffi There were also

many who had come there out of curiosity to see how dexterously the
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great and clever Jhabbu Lai would handle the inexperienced boy-
collector. Jhabbu Lai’s name was called out first. He approached smilinp
and bowing—a tall, handsome man with a keen, intelleaual face, clothed

in flowing white robes. I explained that I was ordered to call for an
immediate settlement of outstandings, and observed that there was a

sum of so-many thousand rupees due from him which I requested him
to pay at once. He smiled sweetly with half-dosed eyes, and professed

his readiness to obey my orders; at the same time he produced a long

roll of paper covered with figures, and respectfully begged that I would
order De Courcy to pay to him the amount due as shown therein, being

sums which he had disbursed in the interests of the Maharaja from his

own pocket. I glanced at the total and found that it was twice as much
as what he owed us. For a moment I was staggered, but as I looked over

the items an idea flashed into my mind. I said, ‘As I am an officer of the

Government I cannot do or sanction anything illegal. This account

shall now be read out item by item and I will allow you for every item

payment of which you could enforce against us by a law-suit—and no

more,^ It was as ifa thunderbolt had fallen; a sort ofsympathetic shudder

ran round the dense crowd. Jhabbu Lai shook for a moment all over,

then recovering he began to plead that as manager he had been obliged

to pay money for purposes the law would not recognize, and if I took

that course he would be ruined. De Courcy whispered to me not to go

too far. But I was inflexible and the items were read aloud. They con-

sisted, as I had seen already, mostly of alleged bribery of court officials.

Rs 500 to the Judge’s Serishtadar for ‘favour’ in a certain case, Rs 200

to the Nazir for early issue of summonses, Rs 800 to four witnesses for

swearing ‘in our favour’ and so on. ‘Tell me,’ I said, ‘if you sued the

estate for repayment of those sums, do you think the Court would give

a degree in your favour?’ He was obliged to confess that he dared not

sue on such a cause of action. After an hour’s wrangling we got to the

end of his bill, and then found that the items which he could legally

claim were about one-tenth of the whole. Deducting this amount from

our claim against him there remained a heavy balance due. Quite

crestfallen and humble he prayed for fifteen days’ grace in which to pay

up. This I granted him. I was then about to go on to the next man on

the list, when the whole crowd cried out with one voice that they

would pay whatever was due without any further objection. They did

so, and in the course of a month nearly fifty thousand rupees were paid

in. I then ejected the whole lot ofthem from their farms, and leased the

farms to really substantial men. Thus was the clique broken up, ruined

and dispersed, and though many minor matters remained to be settled,
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further measures were effected with ease. There was, ofcourse, no doubt

in the mind of anyone who understood the subject that Jhabbu Lai’s

bill for bribes paid to court officials was most grossly exaggerated, he

having written down 500 where he had paid fifty; also that there was

not the slightest necessity for his having paid even that fifty, and that

nearly all his bill in fact was a shamelessly impudent fraud. Darbhanga

gave no trouble when once he and his clique were turned out. Before I

left Pumeah it was yielding a very handsome profit to the Maharaja.

The credit of this, I need hardly say, was due far more to De Courcy

than to me. My only merit, if it be a merit, was that I supported him

faithfully and strongly in all he did and he nobly repaid my confidence

in him.

Darbhanga affairs, however, did not occupy the whole of my time.

There was all the work ofthe district to be attended to at the same time.

One extremely important matter was the new police, the introduction

and organization of which gave me much trouble. The district was

divided into thirteen circles or Thomas. At some centrally situated town

or village in each was a police station, also called a Th^na. In fact, the

Hindustani word ‘Th^Uia’ means a station, but the use of the word was

extended to the area under the jurisdiction of a station. At each Thina
was located a small force of police consisting of a head officer, called a

Darogha (or sometimes Thanadar), a Muharrir or clerk, a Jamadar or

sergeant, and some twelve to fifteen constables or barkandazes. The
appointment, promotion, punishment and dismissal of all these men
was vested in the Magistrate of the District.

The old Daroghas were a remarkable class of men, of a type now
quite extinct. They ruled as little kings in their own jurisdiction, and

reaped a rich harvest of bribes from all classes. The Darogha of the

Pumeah Thina was a good specimen of the class. He was a taU, portly

Mahommedan, grey-bearded with a smooth, sleek look, crafty as a fox,

extremely polished in manner, deferential to his superiors, but haughty

and tyrannical to his inferiors. With his huge scarlet turban laced with

gold, his sword hung from a gold embroidered baldric, spotless white

clothes and long riding boots, he bestrode a gaunt roan horse with grey

eyes, a pink nose, and a long, flowing tail. The beast’s legs, up to

the knees, and the lower half of his tail were dyed red with henna,

which was explained to imply that his rider had waded in the blood of

his enemies! Thus he rode in state about his jurisdiction, followed by a

crowd of barkandazes and village watchmen carrying his luggage on
their heads. Everyone trembled before him, for if you offended him he

could report to the Magistrate that you had committed some offence,
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that he suspected you of harbouring bad characters, or that you had
refused him assistance in arresting criminals, and then, woe betide you

!

The Darogha Sahib could command as many witnesses as he wanted,
all ofwhom would swear to anything he chose to tell them, and unless

the Magistrate were uncommonly keen^it detecting false evidence, your
doom was sealed. In a lesser degree the Muharrir and the Jamadar
imitated their chief and the barkandazes followed suit. These latter

were a ragged crew getting five rupees (lo/-) a month wages and
eking it out by bribes. Under them again were the chaukidars or village

watchmen, one or two to each village. These nominally got three

rupees a month, raised by levying a few annas from each householder,

but they were mostly left unpaid for months, or even years, and did not

dare to incur the odium of the villagers by applying to the Magistrate

to compel them to pay. In some cases instead ofmoney they had a small

plot of land given them and supported themselves by tilling it. They
wore a little brass badge on a belt of coarse scarlet cloth, and were

armed with an old-fashioned spear, or a rusty sword, or with an iron-

bound bamboo staff. It was their duty to patrol their village by night,

and ifany crime was committed they were bound to go off to the Th^a
at once and report it. Thus they wielded, poor and despised as they

were, considerable influence. If it suited an influential zemindar or a

leading villager to conceal a crime the chaukidar must be bribed or

bullied to hold his tongue. Everybody was interested in keeping the

matter quiet, for a visit from the Darogha was a thing to be dreaded.

It cost, of course, far more to induce the Darogha to hush up a case,

not to mention the cost of feeding the great man and his followers and

the loss of time to villagers who were pressed into the service to carry

his luggage and that of his ragged regiment. Moreover, the police

seldom visited a village without praaising a little torture on persons

whom they pretended to suspect in order to get money out of them.

Undoubtedly a great amount of crime was concealed, innocent men

were tried and sentenced on false evidence dexterously got up by the

police, while guilty ones got off by paying the same potent body to

screen them. On the other hand the Daroghas were often splendid

detectives, and they certainly knew all the criminals and suspicious

characters, and could lay their hands on them whenever it suited them

to do so. Under a strong-willed, active Magistrate whom they feared

they did excellent work. If honest, or passably honest—^and there were,

here and there, some who were so—^they kept their Thinas in capital

order, and from the powerful personal influence which they wielded,

and their profound acquaintance with the people, they were able to do
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much that their over-drilled and over-regulated successors cannot do,

and apparently never will be able to do.

However, the old system was undoubtedly unsatisfactory and an

Act was passed sweeping it away and introducing a new one. There

was an Inspector-General of Police in Calcutta who was to rule over

all the police in Bengal. In each Division there was to be a Deputy

Inspector-General, and in each District a District Superintendent with

Assistants under him who was to supervise the police of the District.

He was to be subordinate to the Magistrate in all matters relating to the

detection and suppression of crime, but independent of him in regard

to the drill, discipline, and internal organization of the force. In fact,

there was to be a regularly organized Police Department. The higher

officers down to the Assistant Superintendents were all English and

mostly gentlemen. They had not the faintest or most rudimentary idea

of their duties, but they held and loudly proclaimed the opinion that

the power of the Magistrates was at an end, and that they were going to

rule in their stead. Many of them were old military men, like the

‘Cutcherry Colonels’ of the Panjab; for the Indian Government in those

days aaed on the assumption that military men were fit for any duties;

and were apparently not required with their regiments.

The introduction of the new police into Purneah took place in June

1862 a few days before I joined and all the measures for organizing it

fell on me, aided (or rather hindered) by the new District Super-

intendent, Major Francis Crossman. He was about the most absolutely

unfitted man for such a post that one could imagine. A tall, handsome,

soldierly man, a perfect beau sabreuvy extravagant, witty and wild, he

had begun his career in a cavalry regiment and was always getting into

scrapes and being with difficulty saved by influential friends, of whom
he had a large stock. Though he has long been dead, yet there are sons

and daughters of his still alive, for whose sake I hold my pen, and

refrain from relating his numerous reckless and amusing escapades.

Peace to his memory! He cost me many an anxious moment while I

was painfully labouring to collect suitable men for enlisting in the new
police, and when I had assembled a batch for him to select from, I

would find him playing cards with some friends, drinking brandy and

soda and singing grivois French songs to his guitar. If I did succeed in

getting him to ride down to the parade ground, he would glance scorn-

fully at my recruits, make one or two very witty and very indecent

jokes in excellent Hindustani which set them all laughing, and ride

away without either approving or rejecting any of them. At last, in

despair, I enlisted the requisite number myseUf, and sent the enlist-
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ment rolls to Grossman who signed them without looking at them.
Having thus collected some 800 men and distributed them to the

various police stations, the next job was to get the old Daroghas whom
we had been obliged to retain to teach them their duties. These old

gentlemen were metamorphosed as regards their outward appear-

ance, but cucullus non facit rnonachum^ and the dark blue military coat

with sword and belt and cartouche box did not make them into soldiers.

But they all had to wear it, and learn drill into the bargain. Old Army
drill-sergeants were sent out to teach the new force and long and weary

were their labours. It took years before the new police looked or moved
like soldiers. The great point however was to prove that this new and

heterogeneous force officered by an equally heterogeneous mass of

military men, clerks, prot6g6s of bigwigs, and broken-down planters,

none of whom had ever had the slightest practise in detecting crime,

would indeed work the wonderful reforms that were expected from

them. So it was first pointed out to me that Pumeah had long borne a

bad name for *dacoities’, and that now I had that excellent mechanism

the new police to work with there would be no excuse for me if I did

not at once suppress all crime and disorder. This was in 1862. When I

last visited Purneah in 1889, more than a quarter of a century later,

dacoity was as rampant as ever. You cannot make an ignorant peasant

into a clever detective merely by dressing him in a blue coat and red

turban, nor even by teaching him the manual ofplatoon drill.

Dacoity (correctly ‘dalddti’) is robbery by a gang organized in a

peculiar way. Living ostensibly as mere ordinary peasants, there are in

every district in Bengal, numbers of men generally of low caste who

really earn their living by this crime. They are all known to one or two

experienced old hands who act as organizers and leaders. The leaders

are constantly on the watch and find out some house where there is

property to be plundered. When the house is fixed on, two or three of

them meet and plan the job; then they go round separately and privately

to the various rascals whom they select to help them, choosing pur-

posely ipen living as far apart as possible, and by preference unknown

to each other. These they bid to be present at a certain time and place.

At the appointed hour, generally a little before midnight on a dark and

rainy night, fifteen or twenty men assemble in a lonely spot. All arc

armed with sticks with perhaps a sword and a gun or two. They carry

torches and usually have their faces muffled in black cloth. When all

are assembled they march to the spot and on reaching it surround the

house to be attacked, light their torches and rush into the house

shouting aloud, whence the name ofthe offence [dak means ‘shout*, and
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dakait ‘shouter’). All the villagers roused from their sleeps often also

the village watchman (who ought to be patrolling the village but who is

frequently an accomplice) barricade themselves in their houses from

fear, and the dacoits break into the house, bind the inmates, striking and

wounding all who oppose them and plunder ever3rthing they can lay

their hands on. They then carry off their booty, and hearing them depart

the villagers come out and follow them at a respectful distance in hopes

of being able to recognize one or two ofthem. But a shot or two, or even

some threatening shouts from the dacoits, usually suffice to prevent

them from coming too close, and the band runs off with its plunder to

some lonely place where the booty is divided. Each man takes his share,

and they disperse in different directions, usually burying the plunder in

some quiet place where they can find it later on. Some are careless

enough to take their share home.

Such a crime is obviously very difficult ofdeteaion. The Daroghas of

the old school, unscrupulous as they were, knew the people well and

were often very successful in detecting crime. Many of them knew the

leaders of the dacoit gangs and tolerated them in return for such share

of the proceeds of their robberies as might be agreed upon. But if it

happened, as it occasionally did, that the Magistrate insisted on any

particular dacoity being detected, the Darogha would send for the

leader and tell him that he must positively arrest someone this time.

The leaders would then meet and selecting three or four of the younger

members ofthe gang would tell them that it was their duty to suffer for

the rest. A few of the least costly articles plundered, such as brass lotahs

(drinking pots), platters, and a bracelet or two of coarse silver, would be

placed in the houses of the selected victims and duly found by the

Darogha who had been previously informed of the arrangement.

Then the culprits would be arrested, tried and sentenced to various

terms of imprisonment. After their release they were received back

into the gang with honour as men who bad given their proofs and passed

their apprenticeship to the trade. Thus the gang flourished unmolested,

the Darogha acquired a reputation for ability, the Magistrate and Judge

were satisfied, and everyone was happy.

In the new police the mistake was made ofsupposing that crime could

be detected by rules and laws. The new police Inspectors were tied

hand and foot by elaborate formalities, they were obliged to report

daily every step they took, and were severely punished—^ridiculously so

considering how new they were to the work—if they did anything not

laid down in the law and rules. Consequently they were utterly and

hopelessly unsuccessful. The old Darogha shrugged their old shoulders
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and said that ifthis was the way we were going to work we should never

succeed. They held, and not without reason, that you must to a great

extent fight the criminal classes with their own weapons, fraud, bribes,

spies and torture
—

‘set a thief to catch a thief’ in fact—and that if you

were tied down to a law invented by foreigners who did not half

understand the ways of the natives, you must fail. And fail we did,

ignominiously for some years, until the new police learnt how to use

the ‘extra-le^’ methods of the old police without being found out.

Even after they had got into the way of their work this new police was

not after all very much better than the old, in spite of the flourish of

trumpets with which it was introduced.
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CHAPTER XI

PURNEA, 1862-1864

Time went rapidly by for me, engaged as I was from early morning till

late evening in a never-ceasing variety of occupations, revenue, police,

magisterial, roads, jails, education, crops and condition of the people,

and a dozen other things. In the middle of September we had a mighty

flood. The low, marshy, alluvial plain ofPurneah is intersected by many
rivers flowing from the Himalayas to the Ganges. These rivers are con-

stantly changing their course, and none so badly as the great Ganges

itself. In this flat country the rivers run on beds of silt brought down
by their waters from the mountains. Thus they are higher than the

surrounding plains, and when they are swollen by the rains of August

they often break through their soft, sandy banks and pour a devastating

flood all over the fields and, scooping out fresh channels, leave their old

bed in the condition of a half-empty, almost stagnant, marsh.

One of these deserted river-beds called the Saur^ ran through the

town of Purneah, and though fordable in many places was never quite

dry. In some places, especially just under the town, it was for some dis-

tance very deep, and a large, rickety bridge spanned it. The Saur^

was an offshoot of the I.ittle Kusi, which itself was an offshoot of the

Great Kusi. The Little Kusi ran to the south-west of the station, some
two miles off. Between it and the Saur^, in the heart ofthe station, lay a

large stagnant marsh or swamp closely conneaed with both rivers by
numerous half-choked channels. On the 19th of September, after severd

days and nights of incessant rain, the rivers overflowed into the swamp
and the waters rose and spread all over the country, submerging large

numbers of native huts, carrying off men and cattle, breaking down
bridges and embankments, tearing up large trees, and entirely cutting

off all ccmmunication between the town and the European station.

When I woke in the morning police Inspectors were already waiting

at the door for orders. A native official when in any difficulty has only

one idea—to obtain instructions from his official superior—the old joke

is hardly an exaggeration which represents the Bengali stationmaster

of a small railway station in the jungle as telegraphing to the manager

in Calcutta: 'Furious tiger on station platform. Please wire instruc-

tions.’
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So I got up and found my house an island in a far-strctching waste of
water. It did not take long to dress and mount, and in pouring rain

to start for the edge ofthe submerged tract, not without difficulty wading
through the water. There we found Bamfarther, the Executive En-
gineer, and Windle, his Assistant. Far across the waters we could see

people in trees and clinging to the roofs of their huts, and could hear

their cries for help. With characteristic selfishness the merchants

who shipped cotton from the town had carried off all their boats, and
feeling that help, if it came at all, would come from the Europeans in the

Civil station, had carefully hidden them away among the bamboo
thickets on the opposite shore far down below the town. Their object

was to prevent our seizing their boats and using them in the work of

rescue, by which they feared their business of shipping off the cotton

might be delayed. After long search we at length found two boats which

the owners had not had time to remove, and in spite of their opposition,

though I offered a very large sum for their hire, we seized them and

set off. It was awkward and dangerous work poling these heavy boats

across the strong current and we constantly were nearly upset by

striking against the roofof a hut under water or the trunk of a tree. We,

however, were eventually successful in rescuing all the people in dan-

ger, though many ofthem, especially the old women, were very unwilling

to quit their insecure perches on the roofs lest someone in their absence

should steal their poor shreds of possessions. We found the Roman
Catholic priest in the upper storey of his little house. His chapel was full

of water, and he was in great fear for his life. But he was reluctant to

leave. He could only speak Italian, and in those days 1 could not speak

that language well. By degrees we discovered that he was loath to leave

his sacred vessels and robes in the sacristy, and it was not till I promised,

half in broken Italian and half in Latin, to place a guard of police over

the chapel that he consented to jump out of his window, with his be-

loved violin in one hand and his breviary in the other, into our boat.

We broke down from fatigue and the ceaseless drenching rain several

times and had to go home and change our dripping clothes and snatch

a mouthful of food. Five times we explored the submerged country

and brought boatloads of natives to land. The last time, late in the

evening as we were returning in a small dug-out canoe, my bamboo

pole snapped off short and we drifted towards the broken bridge on

the high road over which the water was rushing in a cataract. Our lives

seemed lost, but Bamfather, who was in the stern of the canoe, flung

me his pole which I caught and with one despairing effort sent the light

boat hard and fast into the branches of a tree which overhung the water.
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Then my head began to go round and I hardly knew how we managed

to wade ashore or what became of the boat. But everyone had been

rescued, and provision made for food and lodging for them. Next day

Bamfather, Windle and I were prostrate with fatigue and rheumatism,

and aching in every limb. The floods soon subsided but fearful damage

was done to life and property. And yet, to such an extent does familiarity

with danger dull the fear of it, the people soon rebuilt their huts on the

same sites and in a few months nothing but the huge trees lying where

they had been swept by the current remained to tell of the great flood.

Even these were soon cut up and sold for firewood. We got the thanks

of the Government for what we had done.

We began now to know the indigo planters. The planters ofPumeah
were almost a class apart, being on a different footing from the Bengal

planters on the one hand and those of Behar on the other. They were

nearly all Eurasians and had been settled on their estates for two or

three generations. India was their home. Most of them had never been

to England and did not want to go. They were nearly all Roman
Catholics. The girls were educated—often brilliantly—^by the nuns of

the Loreto Convent at Darjeeling which was little mor^ than a first*

class boarding-school. There they were taught English, French, Italian,

music and singing with some less showy but more useful accomplish-

ments. The boys went to the Martiniire, St Paul’s School, or St Xavier’s

College, Calcutta. The planters were in some cases owners of the land

on which their indigo was grown, in others they held it on long leases.

This feature in their position gave them great influence over the ryots

in all the villages composing their large estates or farms of several

thousand acres, and as they were on the whole mild and liberal they

were generally popular. If autocratic, this was no more than what the

ryot was accustomed to. In all departments the Indian native prefers

a benevolent despot to a red-tape administrator. There were, of course,

among the planters despots who were not benevolent, but these were

the exception, and there are exceptions to every rule. There was, how-
ever, hardly a single exception to the rule of open-hearted, lordly hos-

pitality. The factory was open to all, and all were welcome to a good

dinner, lots of drink and a bed for the night or a dozen nights. Elephants

for tiger-hunting, horses for journeys, boats, buggies, guns, spears—all

were readily lent to any European oflidal or non-ofl5cial who asked for

them civilly. Nothing delighted them more than to invite some sixty or

seventy guests to a party lasting three or four days, with himting and

shooting for the men all day, dancing for the ladies all night and per-

petual feasting, billiards and cards all day and night for those who l&ed
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it. There were in Pumeah in 1862 some thirty of these factories^ chiefly

in the south and west of the district. Old Joe S was the acknow-
ledged doyen of the planter class. At his factory, some sixteen miles

fix>m the station, he kept open house. His family was of patriarchal

dimensions—^there were over twenty children. They all lived together

in the great old house in perfect harmony, with a numerous horde of

servants who lived in a range ofhuts in the grounds as big as an ordinary

village, and brought their own children into the house to serve as soon

as they were old enough. Then there were the factory servants, clerks

and overseers—^a large crowd; also outdoor servants such as gardeners,

grooms, boatmen and the like. Joe’s elephants, horses, bullocks, cows,

goats and sheep and his big pleasure barges or 'budgerows’, and cargo-

boats required quite an army of attendants. There was room for all of

them in house, huts, outhouses, cabins and warehouses about the

premises, and old Joe never seemed to know how many there were of

them. In fact he hardly knew how many children he had. I have seen

him take up a little coffee-coloured imp that was crawling about the

veranda and look at it for some time before he was certain whether it

was one of his own offspring or not. He was a short, stout, oldish man,

very dark in complexion with a full, round face, rather puffy features,

slightly bald; and with good nature beaming in every line of his face,

and every curve of his jolly, broad back and fat paunch. But with all his

geniality he was sharp as a needle, and an excellent man of business,

making every year large profits from his indigo. He subscribed hand-

somely to the support of the Roman Catholic chapel at Pumeah, which

his father or grandfather had built, and the poor, half-starved priest

would have been wholly starved had it not been for the liberal gifts of

food and money he received from Joe and his family.

The Pumeah system ofindigo-growing was that of lease and advance.

On a 'dihi^t’, or group of villages held by a factory, of some sixty or

eighty thousand acres all the ryots were compelled to grow indigo on

some portion of their lands, and when the crop was ripe in June, to cut

it and bring it to the factory where it was manufactured. They all re-

ceived advances of seed, and cash, and the value of the indigo plants

which they delivered at the factory was credited against the advance. The

indigo, which is a small bush or shrub, was bound in bundles and

measured by passing a chain of a certain length round the bundle; a

rupee was paid for so many bundles. Then the ryot, after his accounts

were adjusted, had to accept a fresh advance for the next year. They were

thus always in debt to the factory, and were purposely kept so, to ensure

their subserviency.
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It was my duty to see that the ryots were not oppressed, while at the

same time I was expected to keep on good terms with the planters.

The task was easy with good, liberal, just-minded planters, but I once

or twice had a little difficulty with those who were not so. On the whole,

however, I got on very well with the Pumeah planters. My difficulties

occurred later on with a very different lot.

About this time we had bad news from home. My poor father, who
had never recovered from the double shock of my brother Willie’s

death, and the disappointment of not getting the living of St James’s,

fell very ill and was ordered by the doctor to go to a German bath. He
chose Langen Schwalbach, a place which he had read about in a

charming book, Sir Francis Head’s Bubblesfrom the Brunnen of Nassau.

My brother Pearson, who had exchanged from the 69th to the i/iith

Regiment at Dublin, got leave and accompanied him. It was supposed

(erroneously, as it turned out) that having learnt German at I^g’s

G)llege, he was able to speak it, and my father’s knowledge of lan-

guages was confined to a little French. But Pearson found himself un-

able to talk a word of German and as his leave soon expired he left my
father alone in Germany and went home. My poor father tried to get

home alone; he got down the Rhine, and managed somehow to reach

Antwerp where he appears to have quite lost his head. He was put on

board the steamer for London, and reached home safely, no one seems

to know how. But he left all his luggage behind him, as also a handsome

gold watch and chain, and arrived at Hereford Square, Brompton,

where he was then living, absolutely penniless and unable to give any

clear account of how he had got home. With much difficulty some of

his friends traced his movements, and recovered his luggage and
' watch from the hotel at Antwerp. The hotel-keeper had kept them till

his bill was paid, and the captain of the steamer had kindly taken my
father home, seeing that he was a man of good position and trusting to

find his friends and so get paid. My father’s friends, James Knowles and

Stainforth settled with both. But it was found necessary to put my
father into a private asylum where he remained for about six months.

In March 1863 he was sent home sane, but in very feeble health. The
parishioners of St James’s subscribed a handsome sum which was

handed to my mother by Mr Kempe the Rector. My father had, of

course, to resign his appointment, and I had to send home as much
money as I could spare for the support of my parents. After his re-

covery he wrote me several long letters, very affectionate in tone but

rather incoherent in style.

In June 1863 my youngest brother Harry, having inherited a sum of
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£500 under my grandfather’s will, emigrated to Natal intending to be
a farmer there. Of his subsequent history I shall tell more at a later

date.

In the beginning of 1863 I lost my appointment for a short time, as a

senior man came out from home and had to be provided for. He was
Sir William Herschel, son of the celebrated astronomer and though a

man of very eccentric habits was an extremely charming companion,

full of reading of all kinds, a fascinating talker and a most enthusiastic

worker. We enjoyed his society very much and he taught me a great

deal during the short time he was at Pumeah. He did not stay very

long and by the end of March he got another berth, and I recovered

my appointment.

All this year passed in the monotonous but ever interesting round of

business. Governing men is grand work, the noblest of all occupations

though perhaps the most difficult, and as I acquired by degrees more

experience and greater familiarity with those petty but indispensable

matters of routine which hang about all work, I began to feel my
strength and enjoy my duties more and more. Sir Cecil Beadon, the

Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, and his Secretary, the Hon. Ashley

Eden, passed through Purneah twice on their way to and from the hill

station of Darjeeling, and approved ofmy work, though they laughed a

little at my “Panjabi” ways, which were too hot-headed and impetuous

for them. But I made a favourable impiession by my sanitary measures

and by two causes celebres which I carried through with success.

The first case was that ofJaynariyan Singh, one ofthe most influential

zemindars in the district. His brother, Uday Narayan, had taken a large

farm in the Darbhanga estate in collusion with the manager under the

old regime. He had never paid any rent and never meant to, and the

amount due from him had run up in the course of years to a consider-

able figure. We had obtained a decree against him in the Judge’s court,

but this is only one step, and the easiest, in the process. The real diffi-

culty is in realizing, or as it is technically called ‘taking out execution’ of,

the decree. For this purpose the creditor has to indicate some property

ofthe debtor’s, and to apply to the court to attach and sell it. But Uday,

being a younger son, had no property of his own, merely a joint share in

the family estates. If he had any money or other effects which were his

sole property, he had so concealed them that our agents could not dis-

cover them. At length De Courcy got news that our debtor was staying

with his brother Jaynariyan, and advised that we should apply to the

Judge for a warrant for his arrest, seizure of the person being the last

resource allowed by the law when no property is found. The warrant
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was granted, and as opposition was anticipated, the Judge ordered

that the Magistrate should send police to assist his peons (or bailiffs).

The police were sent, but the sergeant or head constable in command,

holding that ‘discretion is the better part of valour’, discreetly posted

them in hiding some little distance from Jaynari^yan’s house, a large

and strongly-built place surrounded by trees and bamboos. The peons

approached the large entrance tower, the gate of which was apparently

closed and barred. Someone from an upper window hailed them and

asked what they wanted. They produced their warrant, flourished it in

the air, and demanded the body of Uday Narayan. The voice replied

that he was not there, and added that if they did not go away they

would be fired on. Simultaneously the barrel of a musket was thrust

out through the window. The peons fled and sheltered themselves

behind the trees, whence they shouted to the police for help. Those

gallant warriors, some six or eight in number, advanced in all the

bravery of their new uniforms but without their rifles, which they had

humanely left behind. Thus reinforced the heroic band dodged about

from one tree to another till they reached a point whence they could

safely make a rush to the great gate, which turned out not to be barred

or locked, but only put to. Penetrating into the courtyard, they found

it empty, as were also all the rooms around it and those in the tower.

While uncertain v/hat to do next they heard a great noise of shouting

from some inner court, whereupon they rushed out and hid behind the

trees again. Then from the gardens at the side of the house, which like

all native gardens were a dense mass of foliage entangled with luxuriant

creepers into an impenetrable screen, there emerged a procession of

elephants, surrounded by a crowd of Jaynar^yan’s retainers armed with

swords and spears and an old, rusty matchlock or two. The police said

there were two hundred men in all, a conventional way of saying about

twenty or thirty. On the first elephant rode Jaynardyan armed with a

good, modem rifle, and on the next the debtor Uday, also armed. Some
of the rabble caught one of our peons, snatched the warrant from him,

stuck it on the top of a spear and carried it off in triumph. All the while

the guns were kept pointed at the peons and at the valiant police who
did their best to keep out ofharm’s way. The procession then moved off,

Jaynari3ran shouting to the peons to give his sal&m (compliments) to

the Collector and tell him he was taking Uday away out of the Collec-

tor’s jurisdiction. Thereupon they all marched off across a small stream

into the neighbouring district of Bhagulpore. The effect of this step

was that we must now move the Judge to send the warrant for execution

to the Judge of Bhagulpore, some hundred miles off. This would take
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time, and meanwhile our debtor would disappear into space. As soon
as the procession was out of sight the police arose in their might, en-

tered the house, and in a backyard found and most heroically arrested,

two old men; one a washer of pots, the other a gardener; bore them off

to the police station, and sent in a long report together with these two
hardened ruffians for trial on the charge of resisting the officers of the

Government in the execution of their duty. Of course, the facts as stated

in the police report were very different from those given above, which

only came out by degrees in the course of a strict investigation. I was

in camp close by at the time and had I anticipated that there would be

such cowardice on the part of the police I should have gone myself

with the warrant. As it was I held a searching inquiry, and succeeded

in arresting two of the men of Jaynarayan’s escort who had pointed

their guns at the peons. The next morning, about nine, I had just got

back from a long ride on some other business and was standing in front

of the tents talking to my wife and playing with my boy David, when

a palki arrived and a tall, handsome, old native gentleman, dressed in

cloth of gold with richly embroidered turban and Cashmere shawl,

got out and approached, bowing respectfully. I noticed that, as if by

accident, the Head Constable of my guard with two constables came

up and stood behind me at this moment. The old gentleman said that

he had only just heard that two of his servants had been arrested and

as he was in a position to prove that they were both perfectly innocent

he begged that they might be released on bail. I asked him who he was.

He replied, ‘Your slave is Jaynar^yan Singh.’ ‘Oh,’ said I, ‘you are just

the man I am in search of—arrest him!’ The old gentleman leapt back

a pace or two and made as though he would nm away, but the Head

Constable, who had evidently anticipated this, sprang foiward and

seized him. So he was led off into the prisoner’s tent and had to remain

there about a month, during which time he marched handcuffed along

with other prisoners day by day as my camp moved through the district.

By the time we got back to Pumeah the witnesses had arrived and he

was duly tried and sentenced to two years’ rigorous imprisonment (i.e.

imprisonment with hard labour). He appealed to the Judge who upheld

my sentence, and he then appealed to the High Court. It took that

august but not expeditious tribunal six months to disp>ose of the appeal,

and during that time, day by day as I went to insjject the jail, I saw Jay-

nar^yan, no longer iig cloth of gold and Cashmere shawl, but with a

single loin-cloth hoeing cabbages in the jail garden. He put a bold face

on it and would look up with a laugh and ask me, ‘Has the order for my
release come yet?’ When I said, ‘No,’ he would reply, ‘All right, it will
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come soon/ Sure enough it did come. The High Q>urt fastened on a

minor point in the evidence, misunderstood the rest; was led by a clever

barrister who ingeniously distorted the whole case, and finally, with

some hesitation, gave the prisoner the benefit of the doubt and directed

his release. It cost Jaynar^yan Rs 6,000, and after his release he admit-

ted to De Courcy that the charge was true and chuckled over the way

his counsel had misled the High Q)urt. Though he put such a brave

face on the matter, it broke his heart and he died a few months after his

release. Sad as this was, the case did incalculable good. It taught the

proud, lawless, oppressive land-holders of Pumeah that they could no

longer defy the law and tyrannize over their poorer neighbours as they

pleased. From this case dates the commencement of a new state of

things in that district, which was described by the Inspector-General

ofPolice, as ‘the most lawless district in Bengal’. In the task of bringing

about a better state of things I received the most valuable help from

Henry Michael Wcatherall, who succeeded Crossman as District

Superintendent. Mike, as he was called, was a man bom in India of

European parents; so at least he said, but that there was ‘black blood’

in him from some ancestor or ancestors was undeniable. His native

place was Rishra near Serampore. He spoke English with a slight

accent, but Bengali and Urdu absolutely like a native. With his dusky

complexion, when dressed in native clothes, he passed as a Musulman
among Musulmans themselves. He was as wily as a fox, and a bom
detective. Having lived among natives all his life he was intimately

acquainted with all their ways and tricks and superstitions and, being

absolutely unscrupulous, he was a match for the craftiest criminal. He
was ofmuch use to me in the following case.

Isri Prosad was the head steward and confidential agent of Raja

Lilanand Singh, a zemindar who owned large but scattered estates.

The Raja was sickly, indolent, and very extravagant, but he had occa-

sional fits of activity. In one of these fits he examined into the state of

his accounts and discovered that Isri Prosad had been guilty of various

acts of peculation and mismanagement, whereupon he flew into a rage

and dismissed him from his service. Isri had, as usual, bestowed upon

himself and his relatives long term leases of the best farms on

the estate, and, of course, had paid no rent for many years. The Raja

sued him for arrears of rent amounting to Rs 40,000, a part only of

what was due from him. The case was tried by Ricketts, an old, ex-

perienced half-caste Deputy Collector. In his defence Isri astonished

the pkintifT and the Court by producing a document, apparently in

perfect form and bearing the Raja’s seal, which purported to be a receipt
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for the whole amount! Ricketts’s experienced eye, however, detected

this as a forgery and he ordered Isri to be tried by the Criminal Court on
that charge. Mike Weatherall went to work in some mysterious way of

his own and soon produced proof that the Raja’s seal had been abstrac*

ted from the box where it was usually kept and an imitation made of it

in wax, the original seal being then put back again before its absence

was noticed. He also found out and caught the men who had assisted

Isri in the business and brought the crime home to them in a con-

vincing manner. Isri and his accomplices were therefore committed

to the Sessions to take their trial for forgery and uttering a forged docu-

ment. They got down a barrister from Calcutta, a man new to India,

one Coryton, who, finding his client had not got the ghost of a defence,

took to abusing the other side. The Raja, who had a disease in the hip

and could not walk, was carried into court, and as a mark of courtesy

usually accorded to natives of his rank, was allowed by the Judge a seat

on the bench. He could not have stood in the witness-box. Coryton

objected to this, but Muspratt, the Judge, a quiet, experienced old

hand, silenced him, saying, ‘Mr Coryton, I will thank you to confine

yourself to your brief, it is for me to decide where the witness shall sit.’

Coryton’s Old Bailey manner and brow-beating tone were quite lost

upon the Raja who did not understand a word of English and did not

even realize that he was being addressed. Such adjurations as ‘Remem-

ber that you are on your oath, sir,’ fell quite flat.

Asked how many servants he kept, the Raja, on the question being

translated to him, smiled and said he had not the faintest idea. Coryton

waxed furious at this and began to bully, with, ‘Do you mean to tell the

court, sir, that you do not really know,’ etc. But Muspratt again stopped

him by remarking that it was highly probable that the Raja did not

know how many he had. In fact, if the lawyer had ever seen a Raja’s

palace with its numerous courtyards and straggling village of outhouses

all swarming with hangers-on, he would not have asked such a question.

When all the evidence was taken Coryton made a long speech, forgetting,

as barristers so often do in India, that he was not speaking to a simple-

minded, impressionable jury, but a hard-headed old judge on whom his

eloquence mad^ no impression at all. Muspratt used on such occasions

to say that he supposed the barrister was bound to talk for so many

hours in return for his heavy fee, and he used to occupy himself during

the inevitable infliction in looking over his notes and weighing the evi-

dence. On this occasion Coryton, having nothing to urge on behalf of

his client, fell to abusing Weatherall and Ricketts and lastly me. He

said so much about ‘rAti Mr John Beames—this Magistrate,’ and so
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on, that at last Muspratt looked up and observed, "We are not trying

Mr John Beames but Isri Prosad and I beg that you will confine your

remarks to him.’

Eventually Isri Prosad got fourteen years’ imprisonment and was

sent to the Andaman Islands to do it. Mr Coryton was a good deal

laughed at, and I was calmed in the midst of my indignation by the

general sympathy I received. This is perhaps an extreme case, but there

is a perpetual and perhaps natural antagonism between the Civil Ser-

vice and barristers in In^a.

But legal matters were not by any means the sole, or even the chief,

interests of the Distict Magistrate. Sanitation was even then begiiming

to attract attention and to present almost insoluble problems. The ex-

treme filthiness of native habits, the apparently unconscious and unin-

tentional, but for that very reason ail the more unconquerable ob-

structiveness of the whole population, combined with the difficulty of

draining and scavenging such towns as we had in Bengal began to thwart

all our efforts. Pumeah, though called a town, was in reality a collection

of small, scattered hamlets dropped down promiscuously in a swamp
and buried in a luxurious overgrowth of trees and bamboo jungle.

Everywhere one came upon pools of black, stagnant water covered with

weeds and fetid from receiving the sewage of the adjacent houses. Dark,

slimy patches ofmud haunted by myriads of vermin bordered the nar-

row, winding roads; the walls ofhouses and huts were green with mould,

every hedge and thicket was used as a latrine, and the smells were in-

describable. Nine-tenths of the population were in the lowest depth of

poverty and ignorance, and even the richer and more educated dasses

were as indifferent to deanliness as the rest. Like all large towns, Pur-

neah was created a Municipality and had a body of Munidpal Com-
missioners who had power to levy certain taxes to be applied to road-

making, conservancy, scavenging and other public purposes. But the

funds were always inadequate, and the half-dozen pleaders and mer-

chants who were appointed Municipal Commissioners neither under-

stood nor cared about any of the objects for which they had been in-

corporated. In fact the houses and gardens of the wealthier dtizens

were the most insanitary spots in the whole town, and they deeply re-

sented any attempt at interference. The doctor and I were the only ones

who really did anything. We did what we could by setting up a staff of

sweepers to remove refuse and filth, cutting dowii the jungle, and fining

people for not keeping their premises clean. Drains were made and kept

desui, roads and bridges mended and a few other improvements were

introduced. It got to be a regular habit with me to ride round the town
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every morning, attended by the Overseer, giving orders and seeing that

they were carried out. But it was a hopeless task, and I was not very

successful. Malarious fever was permanently endemic, with its sequela

of enlarged spleen; cholera was seldom entirely absent, and the whole
population was anaemic, stunted and cachectic.

Fire was my best helper. From March to June a dry wind blew from

the west and the air by day was like the blast of a furnace. The huts in

which the majority of the people lived were built of bamboo mats for

walls and grass thatching for roofs; a woman would be cooking food on

an earthen stove in one ofthese inflammable dweUings, a spark from the

fire would alight on the dry straw, and in a moment the hut would be in

flames. As soon as the fire reached the thatch, small wisps of flaming

material would be blown into the air and alight on neighbouring roofs.

In less than an hour the whole bazaar would be in flames, and before

long a mile or more of street would be burnt to the ground. No loss of

life and very little of property would occur, and the scavengers had a

grand opportunity of cleaning away masses of refuse, while the fire

consumed still more. The people soon rebuilt their slight huts, and the

place where a fire had occurred was unusually healthy for some years

afterwards.

Once, when returning from a long tour in the interior ofmy district

after a fatiguing ride and drive of seventy miles, I saw as I approached

home dense colunms of smoke rising. I pushed on anxiously, for our

house had a thatched roof and I knew how quickly such houses burnt.

On the way I passed my boys and their ayah in k pdki. My wife had

sent them to a neighbour’s for safety and had got much of the furniture

and all our few valuables out into the garden. It was only the grass in

the compound that was on fire, but the flames were creeping on, fanned

by the strong wind, and were not far from the house. Servants were

running aimlessly about, throwing water from earthen pots without any

system, sometimes on the flames, sometimes not. I tore off my long

riding-boots, had them filled with water and dribbled the water from

them carefully along the advancing flames; made the servants bring

branches of trees, throwing abundant wanter on the leaves, and beat

out the flames with them. In an hour’s time we had put it out. Like

most people in that part of the country we had grown a crop of oats

that year in our compound, and they had been reaped and were being

threshed when some burning straw from a neighbouring hut alighted

on the threshing floor and set the whole place in a blaze.

To avoid such dangers in future, not only to myself but also to the

Government offices, I resolved to remove the native village lying to the
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west of the station and issued an order to this effect to Raja Lilanund

Singh the owner. He removed the village and rebuilt it two miles off. I

then established a large bazaar further to the south on some Govern-

ment land. This grew and prospered, for the native town was four miles

off and the residents had long been inconvenienced by having to send

their servants so far to buy provisions, a business which kept them away
half the day. In my new bazaar they could get their supplies dose at

hand. At the request of the natives I allowed it to be called *Beames

gunj’.

I visited it in 1889—twenty-five years later—and found it a flourish-

ing mart.
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CHAPTER XII

PURNEA, 1865-1866

Now comes an important period in my service. In September 1864

it was resolved by Government to make war on Bhutan. A little before

this the Hon Ashley Eden, Secretary to the Government of Bengal,

had been sent on a mission to that wild, mountainous country, and had

been grossly insulted when he appeared at the G>urt of the Raja. One
of the bystanders had taken out of his mouth a quid of bctelnut and

thrown it in Eden’s face. So the stain must be wiped out, and the ‘dogs

of false Tarentum’ made to expiate the insult. A very large force of

troops, in two columns, was to march on Bhutan, and the whole of the

left column was to come through my distria.

The Magistrate-Collector of an Indian distria is supposed to be

very much what Joseph was in the Egyptian prison, ‘whatsoever was

done therein, he was the doer thereof’. From vaccination to education;

from warding off a famine to counting the blankets of convicts in his

jail; from taking a census to feeding an army on the march, all falls on

him. If he protests in the least, or fails to do everything satisfactorily,

he is punished by stoppage of promotion, public censure and removal

to a l^s important post; if he does everything well, he may, perhaps, if

he has interest, get some reward. Ifhe has no friends in power he is left

to meditate on the scripture text: ‘Say, we are unprofitable servants, we
have done that which it was our duty to do’. Eden wrote me a hasty

saawl, not uncomplimentary, though peremptory, ‘The whole of the

left wing of the Bhutan field force will pass through your distria, you

must feed them and find carriage for their baggage and ammunition.

Any expense you may incur will be sanaioned, but you will not be

forgiven if a single soldier or a single bag ofgrain is delayed for a day on

the route. If any man in Bengal can do the work, it is you. Go ahead.’

This was plain speaking and I went ahead accordingly.

Heavy absorbing work was welcome to me at this time, for I had

been severely shocked by the news of my poor father’s death. This

occurred in August 1864 and the news reached me just before Eden’s

letter. He died very suddenly and, to all appearances, painlessly. Sitting

on a sofa he fell back and when my mother ran to lift him up, he was

dead. The post-mortem examination revealed that he had been suffer-

ing fiom ossification of the heart and w*ater on the brain. He was buried
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in Kensal Green cemetery. He was only forty-nine when he died. Ever

since his marriage he had led a sad life of poverty and struggling which

he bore bravely as long as his strength lasted. A highly intellectual man,

with an amazing memory; a brilliant but rather overbearing talker,

rather noisy and loud in his manner; a fine preacher and a most earnest,

devoted parish priest, extremely popular with the radical, atheistic

cobblers in Windmill Street and the adjacent slums, several of whom he

converted to a true faith; physically powerful and athletic, a typical

'muscular Christian’ like his friend Charles Kingsley. He belonged to

the 'Broad Church’ party and was equally opposed to the sacerdotalism

and ritualistic excesses of the High Church and the ultra-Calvinism of

the Low. A sincerely pious and earnest believer, though in his later

years he had studied German books on theology to such an extent that,

as he used to say, he had reduced his religion to the smallest dimensions.

His loss was a great blow to me. I inherited Bashley, but the receipts

from it seldom came to £200 a year, and out of this had to be paid £100
to Mrs Sleenan, and £40 to Rowland yearly, besides taxes, repairs of

cottages, succession duty and lawyers’ bills. Whatever was over I gave

to my mother, to whom I also made a regular monthly remittance down
to the day of her death twenty-three years later.

The business of the Bhutan war came thus as a relief to my mind
from melancholy thoughts. The road by which the troops were to

march ran for 120 miles through my district, and there were twelve

encamping grounds ten miles apaij, at each of which they would stop

for a day and would require food for man and beast. It is one of the

conditions of the permanent Settlement under which the zemindars

hold their estates that they shall provide provisions for troops passing

through their lands. Three of the stages through which the road passed

were in the Court of Wards Estate of Darbhanga, the rest were in the

estates of other zemindars. Purneah itselfproduces nothing but rice and
the troops indented on me for wheaten flour, pulses, spice, gram and
grass for the horses and cattle, firewood, straw and many other things.

The date of their arrival was not known. The Government supplied me,
at my earnest request, with a number ofjunior Civilians, one ofwhom I

stationed at each encamping place. He had to clean and prepare the

ground, see that the wells were in good order, build sheds for the

supplies, arrange for the said supplies being got in, stored and served

out to the regiments as they arrived, as well as to provide them with

carts and other carriage. I myself from Pumeah supervised the whole

line. Orders were issued to the zemindars to provide the necessary

supplies, and they were put to great expense in sending to Calcutta for
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such things as the district did not produce. With great difficulty I col-

lected 8,500 bullock carts, nearly every cart in the district, in fact. A
system was also organized for paying the carters regularly. The people

ofthe district were shy and timid and could only be induced to work for

the troops by high pay and scrupulously mild treatment. The carts had
to be changed at various stages and sent back to be ready for the next

regiment. Fortunately Weatherall, the 'District Superintendent of

police, had served in the Commissariat Department during the mutiny
of 1857 and his experience and knowledge of natives were of very great

use to me. I placed him at Kishanganj, forty miles north of Pumeah
where he organized the relief of carts. There were also got together

4,500 pack bullocks and eighty elephants for use in the jungles where

there were no roads for carts.

Almost before the arrangements were well finished there began a

shower of telegrams from the Adjutant-General, the Quartermaster-

General, the Commissary-General and various other fussy military

authorities. These telegrams would often arrive in the middle of the

night. After having been up since five in the morning, paying and

dispatching carters, writing instructions to the various assistants about

a dozen different things, riding sometimes twenty or thirty miles to

settle difficulties and inspect arrangements, snatching a mouthful of

food when I could, I would try to get some sleep late at night, having

sent out my horses for a long ride to some important post next morning.

Before I had been in bed halfan hour would come a telegram, and three

or four times during the night others would come. In despair I took

at last to sending a stereotyped reply, ‘all right, everything ready’. The
ignorance, indecision and nervous fussiness of these old military blokes

was indescribable. At last, after fixing several dates for its arrival and' not

arriving on any of them, the first regiment landed at Caragola, and for

the space of about six weeks a fresh regiment arrived every two or three

days. Sometimes they would come one day behind another, so that

there would be seven or eight regiments on the road at once. I had to

keep up a running fight with the Colonel of each regiment, every one

of whom insisted on doing or having something which was, from the

nature of the country, impossible or unprocurable. Then the soldiers

beat the carters, who ran away and had to be pursued and brought back

again, or the harassed zemindar was behind time with his supplies and

severe pressure had to be put on him to bring him up to time. One or

other of the youthful assistants would lose his head in the confusion,

and I had to ride out thirty miles to put him straight; or the Colonel

of a regiment would refuse to pay for the provisions supplied and had
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to have a dose of very strong language to bring him to reason. Several

ofthem> as it was^ got through without payings and I had terrible trouble

in realizing the money afterwards.

All this while the G>mmissariat ofEicers sat idly by and quietly

declined to hclp^ saying that their duties did not begin till the troops

reached the front. At the same time they complicated matters by pouring

tons and tons of flour and other stores into the distria, and calling upon

me to send them forward. Thus it was my daily task for some six or

seven weeks to organize, provide, supply and pay for everything, to get

back from the Colonels the money I had advanced, to drive my team of

assistants at the encamping grounds, to keep the zemindars up to the

mark and to answer all sorts of troublesome, meddling letters from

superior officers.

At last all the regiments got through to the front—there were

nineteen regiments and some artillery besides a very large quantity of

stores and ammunition. Just as the last regiment passed through at the

beginning of November, a difficulty arose about carriage at Ilwabari, a

desolate spot on the road sixty miles from Pumeah, and my presence

was as usual required. There was only a small, unfurnished inspection

bungalow on the encamping ground but I had placed one of my
Assistants there in charge and, as customary in India, relied on him for

food and a bed. I picked up Weatherall at Kishangunj as I rode through

and we visited several places and settled various matters on our way.

When we arrived very tired at Ilwabari late at night we found that the

Assistant, a careless inefficient youth, had left his post without orders

and ridden on to the next encamping-ground with a regiment which

had just passed through, in which several ofthe officers were his friends.

So there was no food and no bed for he had taken his tent with him. All

we could get was a tin bowl full of cold potatoes which the Musulman
Head Constable kindly brought us, and some trusses of straw to lie on.

After settling all the difficulties I rode back the weary sixty miles to

Pumeah the next morning, and, ofcourse, found twenty different people

waiting for orders and instructions, others wanting money, supplies,

carriage and all sorts of things. I worked through them all as w^ as I

could till late at night. The next morning I woke up with as bad an

attack of fever as I ever had in my life. For some time I was delirious

and my wife had to keep guard over the house to prevent me from being

worried by military officers who would come riding up and imperiously

demand to see me. She fought bravely to keep them out. When I re-

covered I was sent off to Darjeeling for a fortnight where I was hos-

pitably taken in by Hereward Wake, C.B., the Deputy Commissioner.
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I soon recovered in the cool^ pure mountain air, and when I returned all

the troops had passed through and there was a lull for a time. The cold

weather was devoted as usual to camping about the district.

The war was a short and not particularly glorious one. It was over in

a few months and early in 1865 the troops began their return march.

First, sick and wounded officers began tp straggle back, and we had to

nurse them. Our house became like a hospitd. General Duncombe
who had commanded the left wing was brought back in a palki unable

to move hand or foot from rheumatism, others had dysentery or fever;

very few had wounds. Then came the troops, and all the old trouble of

getting them through the district had to be gone through all over again.

By March we had done it all and I then sat down to examine my ac-

counts, and found that I had spent four lakhs and a half of rupees (say

£45,000) without any sanction! A Collector is not as a rule allowed to

spend any money out of the large sums that lie in his District Treasuiy

without sanction first obtained from some higher authority, and he has

to render periodicaUy long and intricate accounts to the Accountant-

General in Calcutta. That worthy’s equilibrium was grievously dis-

turbed by the spectacle of so much money spent without sanction, and

in accordance with the routine of his office wrote to ask if I had any

reason to assign why this unauthorized expenditure should not be

debited to my personal account and recovered from my salary. Colonel

Haughton at Julpiguri, who had done the same as I had and received a

similar letter, replied that the Accountant-General would not recover

the amount if he confiscated the income of the Colonel and his des-

cendants to the fifth generation. This reply was deemed flippant and the

Colonel was rebuked. My dear, careful wife had fortunately preserved

Ashley Eden’s lener above quoted and by sending a copy of it to

Government, with an indignant protest, I got the whole sum passed, but

it was not until far into 1866 that I recovered from the military

authorities the sums I had advanced to them.

When all was over I received a curt, formal letter of thanks from the

Government of India—John Lawrence, who was then Viceroy, never

praised his subordinates ifhe could help it though he punished severely

for the slightest fault. The praises of the Government of Bengal were,

however, warm, and I had to be satisfied with that. My health was

much injured by my exertions and I was not for some years to come as

robust or active as I had been before this terrible strain on body and

mind.

On the 7th March 1865 was bom my third son Rupert. He came into

the world very predpitatdy—^before my wife could reach her bed,—and
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was caught by the nurse in her apron! My wife soon recovered but

David and Freddie had begun to feel the effects of the deadly climate

ofPumeah. David especially suffered from enlarged spleen, the normal

sequela of malarial fever. Eventually I was obliged to send them all to

Darjeeling, where I took a house for them. They stayed there from April

to November, and thoroughly recovered their health. I took in some of

my assistants to chum with me, and for the first time learned the newly

introduced game of hockey on horseback, or polo as it is now called.

We used to play every evening, riding small ponies from Manipur, the

original home of the game; or hill ponies from Darjeeling or Bhutan.

I did not, however, succeed in shaking off the effects ofthe overwork

caused by the Bhutan campaign, and in July I was obliged to take three

months’ leave and join my family at Darjeeling. This place is now so

well known that no description of it is necessary. It was very much
smaller then than it is now and there was no railway to it. I soon re-

covered my health in the sweet, cool air and getting tired of doing

nothing I planned an excursion into the interior of the mountains. A
young ensign of the Both Regiment, named Howard, accompanied me.

We took about a dozen coolies, each bearing on his back ? large basket

or ‘kilta’ in which were our bedding, clothes, cooking utensils, food and

wine. We had also an interpreter and guide, a merry old Lepcha

named Kin-le. Howard did not like his first day’s experience and re-

turned to the station leaving me to continue the journey alone. I found

climbing up the steep mountain paths very trying at first, but after a

day or two I got more used to it. Our road lay over high, steep ridges one

after another. To avoid the malaria of the deep narrow valleys we slept

every night in a native hut on the summit of a mountain. Early in the

morning we rose, and while Kin-le cooked coffee and eggs I went out

with towel and soap to some pool among the rocks where a clear, fresh

spring of cold water gushed out. Then I performed the strange and, to

the Lepchas inexplicable, ceremony of washing. This amused them very

much. After a light breakfast our luggage was packed in the kiltas and

we started off in Indian file down the steep slopes by scarcely discern-

ible footpaths. Roads beyond British territory there were, ofcourse, none.

Six hours’ walking, always lower and lower, brought us at noon to the

bottom of the hill where there was usually a cane bridge over a small

river. The vegetation was dense and tropical—wild plantains, tree

ferns, orchids, creepers in tangled masses—and the heat intense. Here

we rested and lunched on biscuits, cold hard-boiled eggs and murava^

a slightly acid fermented drink made from miUet. Then began the long

and toilsome ascent. All the afternoon we laboured up and up with
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frequent stoppages till nightfall found us at the top, some seven or eight

thousand feet above the plains. The villages are all built at this eleva-

tion. They seldom consist ofmore than five or six huts with an occasional

Buddhist temple. We always entered the best house in the place and were
always heartily welcomed by the smiling housewife. She swept a comer
near the fireplace for me, on which my bedding was spread, brought me
a pot ofmurova with which, and a pipe, I solaced myself after my walk.

Sometimes my stockings would be glued to my legs with congealed

blood from countless leech bites. The leeches hang to the bushes and
stick to the legs of people brushing their way by. At first they are as

thin as threads but they suck and suck till they swell big enough to be

seen, when they can be picked off. The good woman would bring warm
water and bathe my legs and put on a plaster of some leaves known to

the hill people. After the first day or so I found it best to walk with

bare legs. Kin-1^, who marched close behind me, kept a sharp look-out

and as soon as he saw a leech on my calf he squirted a jet of tobacco on

to it from the quid which he chewed. This made it drop off, and stopped

the bleeding at the same time. A dash of ice-cold water from any one

of the little springs we were constantly passing prevented the bite from

getting inflamed. The Lepcha huts were spacious wooden structures

containing one room often forty or fifty feet long by twenty broad. They
are built on sloping ground so that while one side rests on the earth, the

other is propped on strong wooden posts. The floor, walls and roof are

made of massive slabs of wood. In the space under the house are kept

the cattle and fowls. On the side of the hut which rests on the hill a

space is left in the flooring where the earth is bare and three sharp

stones are set up. Between these a fire burns night and day and a huge

iron kettle or pan full of water is always boiling. Round the fire is a row

of vessels made by cutting a stem of the giant bamboo into sections. As

soon as a visitor arrives—^and people seemed to be dropping in all day

long—^the housewife fills one of tfiese pots with murova grain, pours

hot water on it, and places it before the guest, who sits sucking up the

liquor through a reed of a very small kind ofbamboo hardly bigger than

a straw. It tastes rather like weak hock and water.

Kin-16 would buy a fowl and cook it for me, and this, with a tin of

sausages, some biscuits and a little brandy and water, made a decent

dinner. Being Buddhists these simple people have no restrictions of

caste, and greedily ate up my leavings. Their own meal of rice being

over we sat smol^g and drinking murova. The Lepchas arc a very

merry, cheerful folk, and I managed to keep up a pleasant conversation

with them through the interpreter.
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On the sixth day as we toiled up the southern face ofa huge mountain,

threading our way among the dense foliage, perspiring and leech-bitten,

we suddenly came upon a bare shoulder on which ran, from north to

south for 650 yards, the ‘Gya-zhing-mcn-dong’ or Prayer Wall of

Sikkim. It is a straight wall of rough stones some four feet thick and six

high, loosely put together without mortar. On both sides is an un-

broken row of large slabs on each of which is rudely carved a lotus, on

each leaf of which is one of the letters of the sacred Buddhist formula.

‘Om mani padme hum’. At each end and in the middle is a square

tower about twelve feet high bearing similar slabs and crowned with a

mass of boughs from whicn hang rags of various colours, votive offer-

ings from pilgrims. Beyond this was an almost interminable flight of

stone steps, rugged and uneven which led up through brushwood to the

high plateau of Reb-din-chi, the former capital of Sikkim. Here amidst

ruined walls stood the ancient palace of the Rajas, a solid building of

dark grey stone, three storeys high with a steep stone staircase on the

outside. More steps led higher stiU to the crest of the mountain where

stands the monastery of Pem-yong-chi, the richest in Sikkim. This also

is a solid building of stone, three storeys high with huge gateway of

wood richly carved. On our way up we passed numbers of Lepchas and

Bhutias carrying presents of food to the Bhikkhus or monks—^the

Lamas as they call them. We found the monks just going in to service.

Sturdy, good-natured fellows they looked, clad in red cloth gowns with

capacious sleeves and cowls. The Abbot or Do-rje-la-ben (literally

‘thunderbolt—^wiclder’) wore a mitre of red with yellow flaps. He had

a fat, sly Qiinese face with narrow, oblique eyes and a scanty white

beard.

The church, which occupied the ground floor, had a nave and two

aisles. Every inch of wall, roof and pillars was covered with paintings

done by artists from China in red, yellow and other glaring colours.

They represented scenes in the past births ofGautama Buddha and the

sacr^ Beings of die Mah&y^a School, such as Avalokita. An unlimited

supply ofdragons and other grotesque monsters filled the vacant spaces.

Seen through the dim light from the open door and a few oil lamps, these

paintings had a rich and pleasing effect. On the high altar was an image

of Buddha some twelve feet high painted a dark blue, in the attitude of

contemplation. Down both sides of the nave were low seats for the

monks, the abbot taking the first seat on the right hand looking up the

nave. Before him on a low stool was his do-rje, a small staff of brass

fiBishioned in the conventional shape of a thunderbolt. They gave me a

seat in a side aisle. When all were seated each monk plunged his hand
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into the bosom of his capacious frock and puOed out a small wooden
bowl, into which a young attendant poured tea from a wooden pot

neatly laced with a woven covering ofcane. Holding the bowls j^ised on
their finger tips they waved them slowly round over their heads while

they chanted a long, solemn litany in Tibetan, after which they drank

their tea, and with many bows to the altar departed one by one. I also

had a cup of tea. It was brick tea, made of broken tea-leaves, stalks and
refuse cemented into a cake with bullock’s blood. It is made into a thick,

soupy liquid, with hot water, salt, and rancid butter and, strange to

say, is not nasty. When we emerged the monks had all disappeared and

the great stone platform in front ofthe temple lay bare and white in the

sunshine. All round was a view unparalleled in the whole world. Far

below us the steep mountain slopes sank away through many grada-

tions of colour, from rich, mellow green to deep greys and violets in the

dark, sunless gorges. Across these narrow winding valleys rose other

hills, and beyond them others, and yet others till, far offon the southern

horizon, the eye dimly perceived Darjeeling on its wooded crescent with

cloud-capped Senchal towering behind it. To the west the high shoulder

of the hill shut out the view, but all along the northern sky stood in

awful majesty the loftiest mountains in the world—a long white chain

of snowy masses rifted into peaks and domes and ridges, none less than

25,000 feet in height. The shadowy clefts down their white flanks were

deep purple and here and there a great glacier, like a waterfall suddenly

frozen, hung arrested in the midst of its leap from a grey scarred peak.

From the cloudy top of Kahsuperi, itself some 7,000 feet high, the eye

wandered down and up over peak after peak till stopped by the mighty

wall of iron-grey rock streaked and lined with snow which reared up

and up till it culminated in the triple top of Kanchangjinga. It was a

sight such as one only sees once in a lifetime. One feels as if hung in

mid-air between heaven and earth. The unfathomable depths of the

great purple gorges, the constantly varying play of light and shadow on

the soaring pinnacles of everlasting snow, the plumy, waving woods of

every hue made up a picture rare and never to be forgotten.

I turned reluctantly away to visit the Abbot who sent me a polite

invitation to murova and sweetmeats in his cell. It was built on the edge

of a deep precipice just under ±e crest of a plateau among some grace-

ful trees. We sat on a couch of furs looking out over the unique land-

scape from a delicately carved wooden balcony. He had been over the

snows to Lhassa to receive consecration from the Dalai Lama, but he

was not disposed to be communicative to a European about the

mysterious sacred city. He was, however, very voluble about the late
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Bhutan war and the iniquities of Tongsu Pinlo^ the Prime Minister of

Sikkim.

We returned to Darjeeling by another and less difficult route than

that by which I had come. It was, however, less frequented and less

populous. Here the Lepcha coolies had many opportunities of showing

their dexterity with the ‘ban’, a long, straight knife which they carry.

They would cut down bamboo and build a shed in less than ten minutes,

or throw a bridge over a stream, lashing the bamboo poles together with

tough creepers. We ran short of provisions and one night had nothing

to eat but bamboo tops. They are the young, tender shoots of the plant

and are cooked in butter. In appearance and taste they are not unlike

asparagus. The last night, after eighteen miles of heavy walking over

hill and dale we reached Gok, a small police station just inside British

territory. I was hungry and weary, and the porters had lagged behind.

The police had nothing to offer but coarse rice, and very little of that.

As I sat waiting outside the little hut in the moonlight, up the steep hill

path among the dark mossy trunks of the tall trees came, with a light

springy step, a tall, active youth in Bhutia dress. To my great surprise he

addressed me in good English, and told me that people in Darjeeling

were wondering what had become of me. Then diving into the bosom

of his capacious robe, the place where Bhutias carry all their luggage,

he produced a bottle of brandy, a cold turkey cut into bits and wrapped

in a newspaper, hard-boiled eggs, and a loaf of bread. These he gener-

ously shared w^th me and we made a hearty meal. Then he lent me his

big upper garment and in a tight-fitting suit which he wore under it,

he started off again to be out all night shooting bears. This was one

Tommy Masson, a young Englishman bom and bred in India, who had

adopted native dress and customs side by side with English ones. His

father, a Captain in the Army, had retired and lived at Darjeeling with

a large family of sons and daughters whom he allowed to grow up wild

and untrained.

Next morning, descending the hill of Gok, we crossed the cane bridge

over the Rangit to commence the ascent to Darjeeling. To this spot my
dear, thoughtful wife had sent my pony, also a bottle of claret, a cold

pie and other delicacies with a white cloth to spread them on which

made the meal look even better than it tasted after my long roughing in

wild places. After doing ample justice to the good things I mounted my
pony and scrambled up the long, interminable zigzags into Darjeeling.

Ofcourse it rained all die way, but at length, wet through and very, very

dirty 1 reached home in safety about three o’clock.

llie exposure and fatigue of the journey brought on a bad attack of
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fever and I was delirious for some time. The doaor pronounced that I

must not stay in Pumeah as the malarious climate had gained too firm

a hold on me and, in fact, on us all. Eden kindly promised to transfer me
on the first opponunity to a healthier district. As soon as I was well we
returned to Purneah, and all the winter I was engaged in winding up

the accounts of the Bhutan campaign so as to be ready to leave the

district as soon as my transfer came. It did not come till April when we

had almost given up hope. I was transferred to the distria of Cham-
p^lran and we left Purneah on the i6th April 1866 after a stay there of

very few days short of four years.
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CHAPTER XIII

Champaran, 1866-1867

We went by train from Sahibganj to Patna where we stayed for a few

days, guests ofDalrymple the Commissioner. Then by palkis to Muzaf-

farpur, the headquarters of the large district of Tirhut. The next night

we started again in palkis for Motihari, a distance of fifty-two miles. At

dawn the next morning we woke to find our palkis on the ground and
the bearers standing round. Asked why they stopped they said we had

come to Barah Factory, and must get out and have tea. In vain I pro-

tested that I did not want to stop here, that I did not know the planter,

and that I very much wanted to get to Motihari. They replied that all

English gentlemen stopped there and that the planter would be very

angry with them if they let us go on. So we gave in and were carried

through a large, park-like compound to an immense house. A respect-

able old bearer came and helped us out, and led us into dressing-rooms

where we washed and changed our clothes. On coming out into the

veranda we found a copious breakfast of tea, coffee, eggs, ham, cold

meat, herrings, jam, fruit and other things. After we had well eaten

and drunk we were thinking of going on when one of the owners of the

factory. Dr Hills, appeared, greeted us politely and hoped we had been

properly waited on. He did not ask our names or seem to care who we
were. It was the pride of the owners of his factory to entertain all

comers. They had even prevailed upon the Magistrate to have the

public road diverted so as to run through their property in order that

no one might escape them. This open-handed hospitality was the rule

at all factories. When we reached Motihari the bearers took us to an-

other faaory, where Baldwin, the manager, received us quite as a matter

of course. It took us about a fortnight to get settled down in our house,

a beautiful, large bungalow on the bank of a pretty lake. Champar^ is

the north-westernmost district in the Lower Provinces. It is a small

district only about a quarter the size of Purneah and the work was

extraordinarily light. It was in fact given me by Eden because it was

so light. He thought I required rest after the heavy work of Purneah. It

was not, however, a bed of roses to me. I felt from the first that there

was going to be a fight though I did not foresee the shape it would take.

While staying with Dalrymple at Patna I had naturally had long talks

with him about my new district. Dal, as everyone called him, was a
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clear-headed man though his extreme indolence prevented him being

a good officer. His account of Champiran was, as I afterwards found,

very accurate. He said that the indigo planters were very numerous and

powerful; that owing to their being genial and hospitable the Magis-

trates who had ruled the district hitherto had preferred to let them have

their own way rather than have any social estrangement or quarrelling.

While he himself, in his pleasant, sybarite fashion said he did not blame

them for doing so, still the practical side of his mind rebelled against a

praaice which produced the worst possible results, for which he as

Commissioner got blamed by Government. It was obviously undesir-

able to have so much power in the hands ofmen who, not being Govern-

ment officials, were responsible to no one, and who from the very nature

of their position could not easily be impartial. The district, in short

wanted a strong man to pull it together and to assert and maintain the

authority of Government. Dal hinted with a quiet smile that he should

not be surprised if I turned out to be just the man for the work. My
prudent wife warned him to be careful how he started me on the war-

path, but he only said he hoped I should assert myself.

On the morning of my arrival Baldwin took me for a drive in his

buggy all round the small town and station. This was, of course, done

to show the natives that he was on good terms with the new Magistrate.

As we went along he kept pointing to this or that place and saying with

a boastful air, ‘That belongs to me—the Magistrate has no power there.’

I said nothing, but Dal’s remarks came to my mind. I learned later on

that Dr Hills’s indifference to who we might be, the morning we stopped

at Barah faaory, was assumed. He knew who I was well enough, but he

wanted me to see that to him the Magistrate of the district was a person

of no consequence at all, and his arrival a matter of no importance. It

wasy however, a matter of very great importance and the planters were

in reality preparing for a struggle.

A man whose name I will not here mention, whom I had deteaed and

exposed in several dirty jobs in Pumeah, had been transferred to

Tirhut, and out of revenge had been spreading injurious reports

about me and inducing others to do the same, so that the planters as a

body had conceived a bad opinion ofme beforehand. Thus the elements

of discord were ready prepared.

When I reached Motihari famine had just begun. In Pumeah there

had been some failure of crops, but in Champ^n the failure was uni-

versal and severe distress had set in. A few days after my arrival a meet-

ing of all the principal inhabitants was held in accordance with a notice

issued by my predecessor, to consider what steps should be taken for the
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relief of the distress. As Collector it was my duty to preside. When I

entered the room I found some twenty planters present who had coolly

begun business without waiting for me! The conclusion they had come

to, as one ofthem was good enough to inform me, was that each planter

was to relieve the distressed villagers in his own ‘dihat’, and that ‘they

would not stand any Government interference’. To this I merely ob-

served that I as Collector had been ordered by Government to organize

a system of relief all over the district, and that as a sum of money had

been placed at my disposal for that purpose, it would only lead to waste

of funds and energy if the Government officers under my orders and

the planters were all to work at cross purposes. Ultimately, but not until

much time had been wasted in argument, they agreed to subscribe to

a common fund to supplement the aid given by the Government. A
Committee was formed, consisting of a certain number of officials and

a certain number of planters, to devise and put into execution a properly

organized scheme of relief for the whole district. Relief centres were to

be opened at suitable places, and the dignity of the planters was saved

and their self-imponance flattered by selecting factories as relief centres

and making each planter relief manager of his own centre. They refused

absolutely at first to send in any returns of the number of persons re-

lieved or the sums of money spent, but it was pointed out to them that

newspaper reporters were about and that much honour and glory would

accrue to those whose reliefwork was brought most prominently to notice

both of* the Government and the public. This touched them, and they

consented to act in accordance with the rules and submit the required

returns. When the meeting was over one or two ofthe older planters and

officials congratulated me on the success I had obtained, which sur-

prised them all the more because most of the planters had come to the

meeting determined beforehand not to agree to an3rthing I might pro-

pose. The two principal planters, Baldwin and Gibbon (‘Tom’

Gibbon was well knov.-u all over Bengal), however, stood by me and

materially helped me to carry my point. The planters of Tirhut, a vast

traa of country which included ChampJU*an, were as a class different

from those of Purneah, and their system of working was different. The
original founders of the Champiran ‘concerns’, as they were called,

had made their fortunes and retired to England, leaving their concerns

in the hands of managers, many ofwhom were rough, uneducated men,

hard drinkers, loose livers and destitute of sympathy for the natives.

The concern had been built up on this wise. Tlie Maharaja of Betdah,

a very wealthy zemindar, owned the land of the whole district, with

very few and petty exceptions. His practice was to let out the villages
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in his estate for long terms of years to farmers called ‘mustijirs^ who
agreed to pay him a fixed yearly rent, recouping themselves by levying

the rents from the villagers. An Englishman would obtain from the

Maharaja a long lease of a group of contiguous villages—^fifteen or

twenty perhaps. In this area, which he called his ‘dih^t’ (a Persian word
meaning ‘villages’) he built one principal and several subordinate

factories. Then he sent for the headmen of each village and compelled

or coaxed them into signing a document by which they agreed for them-
selves and all the cultivators to grow indigo on a certain proportion of

their lands, generally four cottas in every bigha, that is to say, one-

fourth of the whole area. When the season for sowing came round each

ryot received a quantity of seed sufficient to sow his land, also a small

advance of money for expenses of ploughing, sowing, weeding, etc. At

the harvest time the ryot had to cut the indigo and carry it to the factory

where it was duly measured and paid for at a certain rate, after deducting

the amount previously advanced. If the amount of indigo plant de-

livered by the ryot fell short of the quantity which, according to the

planter’s estimate, ought to be the out-turn of the seed sown, a propor-

tionate sum of money was deduaed from the payment. In this way the

ryot was always in debt to the factory, and it was the planter’s interest

to keep him so. I shall return to this subject later on. It is mentioned

here merely to explain the difficulties of my position. The planters’

policy was to get rid as much as possible of the authority of the Magis-

trate, because it interfered with the despotic control which they con-

sidered it essential to exercise over the ryots. This control often de-

generated into cruel oppression.

It was not, as some ofmy detractors alleged, from mere lust ofpower

that I insisted on being master ofmy district and having my own way in

all things, but because the district was a sacred trust delivered to me by

the Government, and I was bound to be faithful to that charge. I should

have been very base had I, from love of ease or wish for popularity, sat

idly by and let others usurp my place and my duties. Ruling men is not

a task that can be performed by le premier venu and though I was com-

paratively young at it, still I had had five years’ training and experience

prefaced by a Uberal education, while these ex-mates ofmerchant ships

and ci-devant clerks in counting houses had had neither.

I had not been many weeks in Champiran before Baldwin, who

considered himselflord and master of Motihari town, wished to oust a

man from house and home because he refused to grow indigo, alleging

that other crops would pay him better, and that he was not bound

by the agreement to grow indigo signed under coercion on behalf of
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the whole of ±e villagers by the headman. The headman, he said

very justly, had no power to bind anyone but himself, and as he had

never been consulted he was not legally liable. Now in the eyes of a

Champikran planter, a man who refused to grow indigo was a rebel and

a dangerous charaaer and all measures were lawful against him. So

Baldwin sent men with ploughs, who ploughed up every inch ofground

round the ryot’s cottage, sowed it with some coarse, cheap kind ofpulse,

put a fence of thorns round it, and so made the man and his family

prisoners in their own house. He further gave the man to understand

that if he set foot on the sown land he would be prosecuted for trespass

and sent to jail. The wretched man and his family trembled and en-

dured for two days, but when their food supplies were exhausted and

they could not go so far as their well to draw water for household pur-

poses, despair gave them courage. Although there were men put to

watch them, the ryot managed to slip out at night and hide till the

morning when he came into my court and told his tale. The action of

Baldwin amounted to the offence known as ‘illegal restraint’ in the

Indian Penal Code, so I issued a summons against Baldwin and his men.

Seeing this unwonted action on my part, Baldwin, who was as great a

coward as he was a bully, got frightened and paid the man a large sum
to compromise the case. He also removed the fence and ceased to molest

the man.

Edwards, one of Baldwin’s assistants at an out-factory, was short of

men to work at the press in which the indigo-pulp is compressed into

cakes. The work is hard and unceasing, as the pulp has all to be pressed

before it gets dry. It is also much disliked on account of the loathsome

smell of the wet indigo. The men at first employed struck for a higher

rate of wages, and when this was refused, bolted. Edwards in great dis-

tress sent a message in hot haste to Baldwin for aid, who incontinently

sent out and dragged out of their houses at night three ryots (^his sub-

jects’ as he called them) and sent them off to the out-factory where they

were kept as prisoners until the pressing was finished. Then they

escaped and came to complain. This was also an offence under the

Penal Code and I tried Mr Baldwin and fined him Rs 500, promising

him six months in jail if he did such a thing again.

These two cases made a considerable stir in the district, and both

planters and ryots recognized that there was ‘a King in Israel’. The
former took to flattering and courting me, inviting me to their factories

and showing me and my wife many civilities. After a time also they took

to asking me to settle their disputes with their ryots. The ryots also

began to see that I was not a partisan of the planters, and having con-
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fidence in my impartiality began to come to me for justice when op-
pressed. In writing all tins I mean to make no reflection on my pre-

decessor. He was a good-tempered, easy-going fellow, extremely popular

with the planters and, I have no doubt did his duty according to his

lights. That was no affair ofmine; I had to do my duty according to my
lights.

All this while I was fighting the famine. Many thousands of starving

people were daily fed at relief centres, which were opened all over the

district at distances of about fifteen miles apart. The elaborate rules and

procedure now in force were not then invented. We organized as good a

S5rstem as we could and were fairly successful. There were very few

deaths from starvation, and by strict economy the small supply of money
granted by the Board of Revenue (about Rs 20,000), eked out by fairly

liberal subscriptions from private persons, sufficed to stem the distress.

In August I narrowly escaped being drowned while trying to ford

a river at night on my way back from a visit of inspection to a relief

centre on the Nepal frontier. I and Cornish, the District Superintendent

of police, had crossed the ford with only a foot of water in the morning;

on our return late at night we found a rapid, swirling mass of water.

Not knowing how deep it was we rode into it, and soon found our horses

swimming. We slipped off our saddles and held on by the horses’ manes.

Eventually we reached the opposite bank wet through. It was a close

shave.

Then my poor wife had a long illness. An Irish nurse whom we got

from my brother Pearson’s regiment at Fyzabad got drunk, wanted to

fight me, knocked over half a dozen natives who tried to seize her, and

frightened my wife dreadfully. She had a miscarriage and was in bed

for several months.

But work had to be done all the same. The district bordered on Nepal,

which was ruled at that time by a remarkable man, Jung Bahadoor. He
was Prime Minister in name but maharaja or ruler in reality, the real

Maharaja being a puppet, who was not allowed to go beyond the walls

of his palace. Jung had won his way to power by shooting no less than

seventeen of his uncles at a Durbar. He was a vigorous and intelligent

ruler and careful to keep alwa5rs on terms with the British Government.

He rendered us good service in the Mutiny with his Gurkha troops.

There was between him and us a ‘reciprocity treaty’ as it was called, by

virtue of which any subjects of the one country caught committing

crimes in the territory ofthe other were to be arrested by the authorities

of that territory, and sent to their native country for pumshment. Jung

complained that the British ofiicers did not carry out their part of the
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contract. Sir John Lawrence, who was then Governor-General, de-

puted an officer to hold an inquiry. This officer (J. D. Gordon of the

Qvil Service) reported that the complaint was unfounded, but Jung

was not satisfied and continued to grumble all through 1866. Causes of

complaint were constantly arising. There were gangs of dacoits com-

posed of British and Nepalese subjeas who plundered impartially on

both sides of the border, and were protected by powerful zemindars

with whom they shared the plunder.

According to the treaty, British subjects caught plundering in

Nepalese territory were arrested by the Nepalese authorities and sent

to me to be punished, and similarly Nepalese subjects caught on our

siefe ofthe border were sent by me to the Nepalese ‘Suba’ (or Magistrate)

for punishment. Jung complained that while his Subas always loyally

punished everyone I sent to them, I constantly let off those whom they

sent to me. This was true, but it was also inevitable. Ifmy police caught

a gang of Nepalese dacoits in my district they, in accordance with our

law, colleaed all the evidence necessary to convict them. The prisoners^

together with the evidence, were then sent to the Suba for trial. That

worthy^ never troubled his head about the evidence—it was not the

custom in Nepal. He merely said to the prisoners, ‘You !’ (in terms

of abuse untranslateable), ‘the illustrious English Sahib has sent you

to me to be punished. Confess at once!’ If they did not do so they were

flogged and tortured till they did. The confession was then written

down and they were sentenced to imprisonment, fine or other penalty.

This was simple, if not satisfactory. When, however, the Nepalese

caught British subjeas they took them to the Suba who had them
tortured till they confessed. He then sent them to me with the written

confession. I could not sentence a man on that. The High Court would

have been down on me very severely if I had done so. I was obliged to

write to the Suba to send me the witnesses and other evidence. Of
course, he had none to send. Probably he did not know what evidence

meant. He used to send me the stereotyped reply; ‘My respeaed friend,’

{tmhrbdn i man—-they always wrote in Persian to show how civilized

they were!), T have sent you the written confession (kiil-ntoa). What
more is necessary?’ So after waiting in vain for a long time and failing

to secure evidence of any kind I was forced to release the prisoners.

This, of course, gave great offence to the imperious Jung—^but what

could I do? The bother about this question went on all through the

cold weather till it culminated in a big row the following year, as I shall

relate later on.

The Christmas of 1866 we spent at Gorakhpur, a distria of the
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North-West Provinces adjacent to Champ^ran. My dear old chum,
Fred Elliot, was there as Joint Magistrate. We marched across in camp—
the distance was 120 miles—at the rate of ten or twelve miles a day,

having a double set of tents, one ofwhich was sent on overnight. It was
quite a patriarchal caravan. A Gorakhpur police officer who was
camped in a magnificent grove of mango-trees, the Ldkh-hazari Bdgh
or ‘Garden of 101,000 trees’ at Padraun^i, described us to his friends.

One morning he said there arrived a number of bullock-carts loaded

with tents, with a dozen or so of chaprassees, tent-pitchers and police-

men. They sent for the Tahsildar of Padraun^, and while waiting for

him cooked and ate their dinner. After a time that lordly official ambled

up on his horse followed by a string of peons. He and the chaprassees

then had a long conversation, after which they walked about the tope

(grove) to sclea a proper site for the camp. It was amusing to hear the

chaprassees explaining that their Sahib liked this or disliked that in the

way of sites. At last they found a place which suited them, and after

having it carefully swept they proceeded with much noise and shouting

to erect a ‘Swiss cottage’ tent as a sitting-room, two large, square sleep-

ing tents, a smaller cutcherry tent, and several pd/5 for the servants. Then
there was much wrangUng as to the amount of food supplies required,

the Tahsildar having been ordered by his own Collector to give the

necessary supplies. The Tahsildar, after paying this short visit, ambled

off again and the chaprassees and others curled themselves up and went

to sleep. At dusk arrived coolies carrying hay, straw, cooking-pots, fire-

wood, rice and other eatables for the camp.

Very early the next morning arrived more carts carrying the Sahib’s

kitchen, also tables and chairs, boxes and other things. With these came

two milch cows, two or three goats, coops full of fowls and a fat sheep.

The tents were then furnished and arranged, the kitchen set in order

under a tree and the business of cooking the breakfast begun. His

Highness the Khansamah on a pony, with several subordinate servants

now arrived and took charge of the proceedings. An hour later there

was a stir in the camp, the servants all put on their clothes and began

to look very active and attentive. Two syces leading horses, and two

more leading ponies now straggled in and announced that the Sahib

was close behind. Presently there was a sound of hoofs in the distance,

everyone stood up and the Collector and his wife, mounted on two hand-

some Arabs, cantered into the tope and dismounted. Tea was brought

to them at once and shortly afterwards a champony drawn by two

bullocks trotted up, out of which emerged three little bojrs, an ayah,

a bearer and a mass of rugs, clothes, toys and other things.
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This is a fair description of the way in which a Collector camped in

those days. I suppose it is sdll pretty much the same, but things change

so much even in India, that perhaps camping is becoming a thing ofthe

past. It was a very comfortable way of travelling.

After ten days spent in feasting, dancing and various other amuse-

ments we returned to Motihari and arrived about the loth of January

1867. We were greeted on our return by my brother Harry. He had had

an adventurous life for some years. Inheriting £500 under my grand-

father’s will on coming of age, he emigrated to Natal where he fell into

the hands of unscrupulous persons who cheated him out of his money.

Then he wandered up-country, lived in Kaffir kraals herding cattle,

worked as a stonemason, kept a grog-shop and ferry over the Umvoti

River in partnership with a sailor, for whom also he broke in horses on

the veldt, and finally got together enough money to pay his passage as

far as St Helena. There he was left stranded, and shipped as a conunon

sailor before the mast in the capacity of cook and butcher’s mate. He
landed in London with £5 in his pocket, being his wages for the voyage.

Through the kindess ofMr Ball he obtained enough money to come out

to me, and I exerted myself to get him an appointment. Meanwhile he

lived with us and set himself to learn Hindustani, an indispensable pre-

hminaiy to getting an appointment in India. He was a taU, broad-

shouldered young fellow, light-haired and blue-eyed, strong and active,

a good rider, full of fun and high spirits.

The disputes with Nepal which had been going on all the cold

v^eather broke out more virulently in January 1867. Certain native

Christians of Bettiah made a livelihood by felling timber in the forests

in the north of the district for Hershel, Dean & Co., a firm at Monghyr
who contracted for the supply of sleepers to the Railway. One day a

large and well-armed band of Nepalese forest-guards came upon them
and ordered them to leave off work, with the significant threat that if

they cut down any trees, the Nepalese would cut them down. Then the

Christians, a timid folk, fled and reported the matter to their employer.

He, of course, applied to me for protection, and having satisfied myself

that the forest was in British Territory I sent a force of armed police

to protect the woodcutters. Jung Bahadur appealed to the Viceroy, and

after some correspondence I was ordered to go to Tribeni Ghat, the

point where the Gandak River emerges from the hills, there to meet the

Suba and settle the boundary with him. I took with me Harry and

Ruddock, my Assistant. A very large fair was being held there at the

time, and thousands of Hindus were bathing in the river, which at this

point is held sacred. The Suba, a squat, sturdy, clever-looking Nepalese,
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who held as he told us the rank of ‘Major-Captain" in Jung Bahadur’s
army, came attended by two ‘Leftants’ (Lieutenants). He presented me
with a very fine kukri (curved Nepalese knife), a piece of richly em-
broidered Chinese silk and a yak’s tail. We were not long in settling

the boundary question, as my elaborate Government survey maps quite

convinced him, and after a few complimentary visits to each other’s

camps we parted very good friends and I returned to Motihari.

But it was difficult to keep the peace with Jung Bahadur. He ruled

Nepal with a rod of iron, and wished to be as peremptory with British

officers as he was with his own subordinates. Sir John Lawrence treated

him with extreme deference and we could expect no support from
Government even when protecting the interests of our own subjects

against him. Shortly after my return from the frontier a fresh case

occurred. An elephant belonging to a wealthy merchant of my district

got loose and strayed into the Nepal jungles, where Jung’s elephant-

hunters caught it and in spite of the evident marks of captivity on its

limbs, took possession of it as a wild elephant and enrolled it on the

Maharaja’s stud. Shortly after the animal got loose again and returned

to my distria, wh?re it was caught by the police and sent in to me. In

accordance with the usual custom I issued notices inviting the owner

to come forward and prove his ownership. The merchant came and

proved his case convincingly. The animal was made over to him. Soon

after this I received an insolent and imperious letter from Jung de-

manding that I should give the elephant up to him. This, of course,

I could not do, so he appealed to the Viceroy, who called upon me for

explanation. I gave it and it satisfied him, but he was much annoyed at

my making some remarks on the unsatisfactory nature of our treaty

with Nepal and the behaviour ofJung Bahadur towards British officials.

I was told in reply that ‘the Government of India did not look to officers

in Mr Beames’s position for advice as to its frontier policy.’ On which

the Englishman^ the leading newspaper in Calcutta, remarked that it

was just ‘because Government did not look to experienced frontier

officers for advice, that its frontier policy was so uniformly a failure.’ In

the Government letter, however, there was yet another sting. It was

remarked that dacoity was not yet stamped out on the border (as if it

ever could be!) and until I could do that, the less I said about the short-

comings ofNepalese administration the better.

This goaded me, for I had already done a great deal to put a stop to

dacoity, and had I been properly supported by the Subas and my own

police I might have done much more. In those days there were still

many military men in the police. My District Superintendent, Major M.,
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was one of them. I believe the poor old man was very honest in his

narrow-minded way, and I daresay a very valiant old walking-stick in

battle; but as head of the district police he was very nearly usdess. For
deteaive work he relied chiefly on a stalwart Sikh Inspeaor, one Tali-

wand Singh, and another Inspector, Harak Chand, an Oudh Bania by
caste, a wily fox. For some time past he had been worrying in an im-
potent way over the alleged misdoings of one Sheoprak^sh Singh, a

zemindar who owned a small estate of two villages on the very edge of

the district bordering on Nepal. This man, so M. was assured, main-
tained and protected a large gang of Magahya Dorns, a low-caste, wan-
dering gipsy race, who live by fortime-telling and thieving. He was said

to organize dacoities which were carried out by his Dorns from whom he
received a fourth of the spoil. He roved about in various disguises on
both sides of the border, moving backwards and forwards according as

he made one side or the other for the time too hot to hold him. At the

time the Viceroy thought fit to taunt me with failure, M. held in his

hands the papers of no less than fifteen cases in all of which there was
strong reason to suspect that Sheoprak^sh was the originator, yet so

poor was his detective skill that he could not work up one of these cases

to the point at which an arrest would be justified. Dacoities had been
worse than usual during the past year on account of the famine, by
which many of the lower castes had been driven to thieving by want of
food, but this class of case was, to anyone but M., easily distinguishable

from professional dacoity. I now felt the time had come for some
earnest aaion, so I fell on him and his favourite adviser, Taliwand
Singh, and insisted on these cases being worked up and proved. After

much pressure I succeeded, and being in possession ofsatisfactory proof
I issued a warrant for the arrest—not ofthe Dorns, as M. expected—but
of Sheoprak^sh himself, on the principle of flying at the highest game.
My predecessor had several times tried and sentenced various members
of the gang, but it was, of course, useless merely to put into jail a few
Magahya Dorns, so long as the head and leader of the band was at large

and at liberty to hire fresh ruffians to fill their place. Sheoprakish made
a desperate resistance and was only captured after shooting at and
wounding one of the constables. His offence was bailable, but I fixed

the bail very high and though it was reduced by order of the Judge, he
was unable to give it, and therefore remained in the Motihari jail till the

witnesses who had been summoned appeared. Some time necessarily

elapsed before the case could come on for trial but my time was fully

occupied in other matters. The sequel of the story will be told later on.

Although the ordinary routine work of this small distria was light
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yet there were several very important matters on my hands which gave

me enough to do. Indeed, but for the constant conifort and support of
my dear, true wife I should have fared badly. I was in a low state of
health both mentally and bodily and needed all her love and care and
wise counsels. Among all the blessings for which I have to thank God,
none can compare with the blessing He gave me in this good wife. I

can never be sufficiently thankful for this inestimable treasure. God
bless her!

From M. and his dacoities I now had to turn to a worry of quite a

different kind. Nearly the whole of the land in the district was owned
by the Maharaja of Bettiah. He lived at the town of that name, a busy

mercantile place of some 15,000 inhabitants, thirty miles north-west of

Motihari. The main street of the town led up to the palace gate, a lofty

and beautiful structure, high enough for an elephant to pass under. This

gave access to numerous large, untidy courtyards full of horses, ele-

phants and retainers. In the centre was a stately pile of buildings three

storeys high in which the Maharaja himself lived. He had also several

handsome garden palaces a mile or two outside the town. He was a

man of about forty, but looked much older from the effects of dissipa-

tion, for he was an inveterate drunkard and had a large harem. His

great estates, some fifty miles in length by thirty broad, were very badly

managed and he was heavily in debt. To save him if possible from ruin,

the Government had at his request given him a European Manager,

one Captain Cole, a retired militar>^ man, who had also served for some

years as a Deputy Magistrate. My instructions were to afford the

Manager all the support that was necessary without interfering in the

management of the estate. I was in fact called upon to act and not to

act at thoisame time, a false position in which Government is fond of

placing officers by way of shuffling off its own responsibility, a regular

Secretariat trick. Cole, an able, energetic, and good-tempered man,

lived in a handsome house outside the town, with a salary of Rs 1,500

a month, carriages and servants supplied by the Maharaja. But he had

a hard time of it. It is difficult to manage a large native estate when the

owner is a minor and under control, but when the owner is of full age

and his own master the task becomes much more difficult. With a live

Raja who was constantly drunk, and in that state easily led to make

presents and sign grants of land and money to his hangers-on, toadies,

and other ministers to his base pleasures, always interfering under

backstairs influences and upsetting the Manager’s most carefully-

studied arrangements; or refusing consent to his plans because they dis-

pleased the host of harpies who made court to him, and preyed on him
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—with the Maharaja’s mother and her nest of intriguers—with his wife

the Maharani and her court of greedy parasites—with the large army of

Brahmins working on the Maharaja’s superstitions for their own profit

—with the harem and its unscrupulous occupants—and last but not

least a crowd ofindigo planters clamouring for support to ‘British Enter-

prise’—poor Cole’s life was made a burden to him. StiU, he struggled

on manfully for a time. Through my help, he succeeded in getting the

Maharaja to consent to a scheme by which his personal expenses and

those of his wife, mother, son and household in general were limited to

Rs 360,000 (£36,000) a year—sufficient income even for an Indian

prince. The rest of the profits of the estate exceeding eleven lakhs a

year (about £110,000—the rupee was worth two shillings then) was to

be spent on paying the debts and discharging the Government revenue.

But the night after he signed the agreement to this scheme, he signed

while drunk a deed granting a long lease of an enormous area for a

nominal sum to one of his parasites who was also the paramour of his

mother, the dowager Maharani; and when Cole, on its being presented

to him the next morning refused to act on it, there was furious uproar in

the palace and so much abusive language and generally insulting be-

haviour that Cole, worn out by fruitless efforts to save a man who would

not be saved, resigned his post and retired. He fortunately had a moder-

ate private fortune of his own on which he lived in comfort in England.

This was an unfortunate termination to a struggle in which I had, for

upwards of a year, taken a very great interest. I had been constantly con-

sulted by Cole, had written reams of letters to him and spent hours in

personal consultation with him and the Maharaja’s officials. But my
hands were too much tied by the orders of the Government for me to be

of any real help. In Cole’s place the Maharaja appointed Thomas
Mitchell Gibbon, a leading indigo planter, an experienced, long-headed

Scot from Aberdeen who managed the Raja by a mixture of flattering

and bullying which outwardly at any rate succeeded fairly well. Gibbon

was of tougher stuff than Cole; he was not the man to be worn out by

intrigues, and was not above fighting the intriguers with their own
weapons.

I was not much pleased at his getting the appointment, but the

matter was arranged behind my back and I was not informed of it till

it had been settled. This was done evidently to prevent me from oppos-

ing it. The relations between the planters and the ryots were becoming

critical, and it was not desirable that a man like Tom Gibbon, himself a

leading planter, should be able to wield the power which his position as

Manager gave him, of granting leases to his fellow-planters throughout
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the extensive estates of the Maharaja. It was, in fact, principally in order

to gain this power that he had undertaken the otherwise unenviable

position of Manager. The planters were at this rime—the summer of

1867—becoming frightened at the spirit of quiet, determined oppo-
sition which was growing among the ryots, and though they believed

me to be the author of it, they came to me for help. I had not stirred

up the ryots in any way, but they had been long dissatisfied, and finding

that they had at last a Magistrate who would do justice impartially be-

tween them and the planters, they judged the time opportune for rising

and resisting their oppressors. The real instigators of the movement
were some pleaders and law agents from Tirhut who, as we found out

afterwards, had been going about among the villages preaching to the

ryots about their rights. When the time came for sowing their fields

with indigo, many hundreds of ryots sowed them with other crops, say-

ing (what was quite true) that it did not pay them to sow indigo. I have

described a few pages back the system in force of taking a bond from a

village headman on behalf of the whole village, by which they agreed

to sow four cottas in the bigha, four-twelfths, of all their land with

indigo, and to receive eight rupees for the produce of every bigha

They complained that these terms were no longer remunerative and

clamoured for a reduction to three cottas in the bigha and ten rupees

per bigha for the produce. They also complained that the planters

picked out the best land for the indigo, and were always taking them

away from their other crops to weed and hoe the indigo fields. In fact

men with whips used to be sent into the villages to drive the ryots out

to work. My own servants even, some ofwhom owned small patches of

land in neighbouring villages, used to be driven away to weed indigo

whenever it pleased Baldwin to do so. Of course, I soon put a stop to this

as regards myself, and I felt it my duty to stop it throughout the district.

As botn parties were anxious that I should decide their differences

I took the matter up and went round the distria from factory to factory,

assembling the ryots and planters and examining the bonds on which

their engagements rested. The agreements were generally for a term of

twenty years, of which in 1867 some had expired, others had two or

three years to run. The ryots were illiterate, and the planters ignorant

and careless about law. The bonds had been drawn up by the factory

clerks and were loosely and vaguely worded, and in many cases not

properly signed or executed. After much wrangling I brought them at

last to agree to a compromise. Those ryots whose bonds had yet a year

or two to expire were to continue to work on the terms of the bond till

the period for which the bond ran had expired. Those whose terms had
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expired were free to do as they liked and were not compelled to sign new
bonds to grow indigo, I endeavoured to induce the planters to concede

the terms of three cottas in the bigha and ten rupees per bigha for the

produce, pointing out that since the old bonds were written—twenty

years and more ago—the price of rice and other common crops had

increased so much that it paid the ryots better to grow them than indigo,

and that if they did not agree to some more reasonable terms every

ryot, as his bond expired, would refuse to grow any more indigo, and

their business would in a few years become extinct. They refused to

listen to me then, but years afterwards they told me that they had ever

since bitterly regretted not listening to my advice, as in the long run

they had to concede even worse terms. Open violence was avoided,

however, by my measures as long as I remained in the district. It broke

out soon after I left. The ryots said when I went away that now the

‘chashmawM^’ (the man with the speaacles), as they called me, had gone

they would not trust any other Magistrate. The rioting was so serious

in 1868 that Metcalfe, the then Magistrate, was obliged to call out the

military to protect the station of Motihari. Five years later when Sir

G. Campbell, the Lieutenant-Governor, visited the district, the people

petitioned him to send back the ‘chashmaw^^’.

Busy and anxious as I was all this hot weather and rains, I found time

to begin my studies for the Comparative Grammar of the Modem Aryan

Languages of India which I afterwards published. I generally managed
to screw out an hour or two every day for a plunge into Sanskrit and

Prakrit, which refreshed my weary soul in the midst of all the official

trouble and woriy.

My brother Harry used to want amusement—this was natural at his

age—and he sought it amongst the rather wild young planters and the

equally wild young officers of the Sixth Bengal Cavalry who were

quartered at Segauli, a small station twelve miles from Motihari. One
day as he was driving a frisky horse with a mad Irish doctor they were

both thrown out. Harry broke his leg and was laid up for several

months.

Thus passed the rains and the cold weather was upon us and we were

planning to go into camp, when one morning, opening my letters calmly

as usual, I read one from the Government telling me I was suspended!

This came upon me like a bolt out of the blue—utterly unexpected. Sir

William Grey, the Lieutenant-Governor, a man whose career had been

spent entirely in the Secretariat, and who consequently had no know-

ledge of or power ofsympathizing with a District Officer’s troubles and

difficulties, had read in the Indian Daily Newsy a very anti-offidal Cal-
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cutta newspaper, several highly-coloured articles and letters reflecting

on my treatment of Sheoprak^lsh, the old dacoit leader—‘this aged

nobleman, tom from the comforts of his rank and station, rotting in a

felon’s jail’—as the penny-a-liners put it. Having, as I leamt afterwards,

other reasons for wishing to remove me from Champ^ran, he made use

of the incident and commenced by suspending me. Then he called for

an explanation of my conduct, thus putting the cart before the horse.

I explained my conduct by reference to past events, and pointed to the

significant fact that since Sheoprak^sh had been locked up there had

been no dacoities at all, whereas there had been no less than sixty-five in

the six months preceding his arrest. The reason why he had been kept

so long before being brought to trial was that the police would not, or

could not, bring forward the witnesses on whose statements as recorded

in the police inquiries I had relied in arresting him. I subsequently dis-

covered that the witnesses had all been spirited away across the border,

and Harak Chand had received a heavy bribe to connive at their dis-

appearance. M. had been transferred to another district and his suc-

cessor knew nothing about the matter.

1 sent in this defence and awaited orders, but there was a new

Magistrate in charge and I could not sit idle—my brother, my wife,

and my friends all urged me to take leave. I was worn out with work and

frequent attacks of fever and this last blow had utterly prostrated me.

The doaor gave me a medical certificate, and I sent in my papers for

sick leave to England.

Leaving the scene of so many difficult but interesting labours with

some regret, we went by boat down the Gandak and Ganges to Monghyr,

where I was obliged to stop for a time as my wife was about to be con-

fined. On the 2nd January 1868 she gave birth to my eldest daughter,

Margaret, in a large, palatial house known as the Karan Chauri situated

on a lofty bastion of the ancient fort of Monghyr.



CHAPTER XIV

Home Leave, 1868

As soon as I could get away I went to Calcutta and saw Dampier, the

Secretary to the Government, who told me that my explanation had

been considered quite satisfactory, that my general administration of

the district had been commended, that I had been reinstated and the

full pay for the time I had been under suspension was to be allowed me.

I was appointed to Balasore, a district in Orissa. He informed me that

the reason I was suspended was not Sheoprak^sh’s case, which, he said,

though perhaps a little severe, was not a matter to suspend a man for,

but because Sir John Lawrence, offended at my attitude in Jung
Bahadur’s case, had written privately requesting that I might be re-

moved to some district away from the frontier. As it was not desirable

to let Jung think that a Magistrate was removed to please him, the

Lieutenant-Governor took the first opportunity of my making a slight

slip to remove me. I said I wondered they did not shrink from treating

an English official of good reputation in this way. Did they not fear it

would make me lose all my interest in my work hereafter? They had re-

instated me it was true, but what could compensate me for the unmerited

disgrace, the suspense, the check to a successful career? He shrugged

his shoulders and said, Tt does not matter how we treat an English

gentleman, he is sure to be alwa3rs loyal and to work well from a sense

of honour and duty.’ Perhaps this is why they treat native officials so

differently.

My arrangements for going home took some little time to make but I

finally got through them all and left Calcuna for England in the

P & O steamer Multan on the 3rd March 1868—a few days short of ten

years since I had first landed there. My brother Harry went to stay

with Pearson, and soon afterwards got the appointment of tutor to the

son of the Maharaja of Burdwan, a wealthy Bengal zemindar. The
steamer was dreadfully overcrowded, as is usual in March when people

go home in shoals, anxious to get away before the hot weather begins.

There were about 200 passengers, and eighty-five children—a very

large number for the comparatively small vessels of those days. My
two eldest boys, David and Fred, had both suffered from attacks of

dysentery at Motihari, and the crowded state of the steamer, the heat

and bad smells and the unsuitable food brought on a return of the
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malady. Fred, who was weaker than David, was very ill for some days,

so that when we stopped at Madras we had almost given up all hope of

saving his life. The doctor, being, as these ship’s doctors so often are,

young and inexperienced, could do nothing for him, but one of the

stewards had a couple of bel fruits. This fruit is an infallible cure for

dysentery, and after taking three or four tumblers of the pulp mixed

with water the poor little fellow recovered, and thanks to the sea air

picked up so fast that by the time we arrived at Ceylon he was quite

well. When we reached Suez there was the usual miserable struggle.

The steamers lay-to a mile or more from shore owing to the shallowness

of the water, rnd all the passengers with their luggage were bundled

into a very small and dirty steam tug. Here an invention of mine came

in useful. I had bought three stout leather straps with brass rings at one

end. These were buckled round each of the children’s waists and the

rings went on to my finger, so I had them all three on a leash so to speak

and thus escaped being separated from them in the crush. My wife

and our native ayah, holding the baby Margaret in her arms, clung to my
skirts and thus we got safe to the hotel. Here there were no bedrooms

or dressing-rooms available for the ladies and children, so we had all to

pass the day miserably in a big noisy room with no furniture but divans

round the walls. The food was almost uneatable and the flies swarmed

all over everything. At last, about 6 p.m., a big bell rang and wc all

moved off to a big open shed called the railway station where stood a

train of a few carriages—not nearly enough for us all. I and one or two

other men found our way with difficulty to the ‘Bureau’, a small room

up a narrow staircase where sat four or five Levantines in fez and blue

coats, smoking cigarettes. As I was the only one who could speak French

I had to explain that we must have more carriages. They did not seem

to be aware that a whole shipload of passengers had arrived that morn-

ing, and it took some time to get the faa into their heads. Some very

energetic English from a colonel of our party finally stirred them up,

and some more carriages were supplied. The train started about two

hours late, which wc were told was rather punaual for Egypt. We got a

compartment to ourselves and reached Alexandria at daybreak next

morning, where we were at once taken in a tug to the S.S. Tanjore^ a

clean and comfortable vessel. Most of the passengers, especially the

children, went by the Southampton steamer, so we had lots ofroom and

good food and enjoyed the four days’ voyage through the Straits of

Messina over the deep blue Mediterranean in delicious weather to

Marseilles. There we had to stop three days as my wife was ill, but at

length we started and after twenty-four hours in the train reached Paris,

187



MEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN

sick and faint and dizzy. A good night’s rest in the hotel revived us, and

we were able to spend the next day wandering about Paris. At every

comer we met drums beating, bands playing and regiments of little red-

legged French soldiers marching to the tune of Partant pour la Syrie,

the rather mawkish air which did duty for a National Anthem under

the Second Empire. I also called upon Garcin de Tassy, a celebrated

Oriental scholar with whom I had had some correspondence. The next

night we travelled to England, and astonished my wife’s sister Carry

and her husband Robert Hamilton by driving up to their door at

9 a.m. on Good Friday, the 12th April. We stayed with them one day, and

the next day went to live with my mother, who had a small house at

Richmond. As this was too small for us all, I took a larger house at

Twickenham where we lived for the greater part of our sojourn in

England. I found my mother very little changed in appearance. Her
hair was still as jet-black as ever, but she suffered from hysterical

attacks and was nervous and fretful. She did not recognize me at first.

When I left England in 1858 I was quite beardless; when I returned ten

years later I wore a beard and moustache and was still further disguised

by gold-rimmed spectacles. In the days of my boyhood it was not the

custom for any but military men to wear the moustache or beard. Men
wore their whiskers long, and ‘dandies’, as they were called, took much
pride in having them oiled and curled. They also wore their hair long

and curly. But when our soldiers returned from the war in the Crimea

in 1855 with splendid big beards and moustaches, their appearance

excited general admiration and civilians began to let their beards grow.

The fashion began with postmen, railway-guards and porters and
though at first laughed at soon spread to the upper classes. The long,

sweeping whiskers popularly known as ‘Piccadilly weepers’ began to

die out, and boys at College began to try and grow a moustache, in

spite of much mockery «iid chaff. When I returned to England in 1868

the moustache was pretty general. I found shaving a nuisance and gave

it up for good in 1862, since when I have allowed my hair to grow as it

would. The present almost universal fashion of shaving cheeks and
chin and wearing only a moustache with close-cropped hair did not

come in until many years later.

I spent the summer chiefly in rowing on the Thames, but I also

enjoyed a good deal of London life in a quiet way. I joined a club and
frequented the Royal Asiatic Society where I met many Oriental

scholars, especially dear old Dr Rost, the Secretary, with whom we
became very intimate. We also spent some very pleasant days at

Oxford as the guests of Monier Williams, Professor of Sanskrit, who
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had been our Sanskrit Professor at Haileybury. I also went to see

Bashley which looked very small and mean. Places one has known in

one’s youth and thought of in after days as grand and lordly often

surprise one by their smallness when visited later in life. It was let to a

Captain Hughes and was poorly furnished and generally forlorn.

There is not much to be said about our stay in England. It was a

quiet, restful time on the whole, but uneventful and uninteresting. Our
relations were cold and disposed to be quarrelsome. Our ways and theirs

did not agree very well, and I found it too expensive to last. So in

January 1869 we determined to go back to India. We left our three boys

with a retired ph3rsician, a Dr Watson, at Prince’s Risborough in

Buckingh'*mshire. It was a sad*wrench to part from them. Rupert, the

youngest was only four years old. I have never seen him since. He is

now thirty-four, and I should not know him if I passed him in the

street! We took our youngest child Maggie back to India with us and

engaged an English nurse, Eliza Caffery, to go with us. Finally we left

England on the 24th February, spent two days in Paris, joined the

steamer at Marseilles and, after a voyage of the usual dull kind, landed

at Calcutta on the 4th of April. The only noticeable thing on our

voyage was the number of foreigners on board, with whom I consorted

considerably with a view to improving my French, Italian, Spanish and

German. We had a delightful series of polyglot conversations by which

I benefited much.
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CHAPTER XV

Balasore, 1869-1870

On arriving at Calcutta I found that I was appointed Magistrate and

Collector ist grade of Balasore. The salary of the ist grade was in those

days Rs 1,916 a month and the rupee was still worth two shillings,

though it began to fall very soon after that date.

I now entered upon my career of nine years in Orissa. This singular

little province which has long dwelt apart has preserved a peculiar type

of its own. It lies along the western coast of the Bay of Bengal at the

northern or upper end, and consists of a narrowish strip of flat, fertile

land backed by an extensive region of tangled hiUs extending far back

into Central India. It is about two hundred miles long from north-east

to south-west and about two hundred and fifty broad from the sea to

the furthest inland frontier. The flat strip near the coast, which is under

direa British rule, is divided into three districts, Balasore in the north,

Cuttack in the centre and Pooree in the south.

Balasore I found was a small district, a long, narrow strip of flat

land between the sea and the hills. In one part it was only nine miles

broad, though in another it was nearly fifty. The picturesque little town
of Balasore lies huddled up on a high bank overhanging the River

Burh^lbalang, about eight miles from the sea as the crow flies. It is a sea-

port, and strange grimy native craft ply thence to ports on the Madras
coast laden with rice, the staple commodity of the district. West of the

neat, clean town with its tall white houses lies the civil station on an

undulating plain. Here are the houses of the European officials, the

cutcherries and other public buildings, and a settlement of Baptist

Missionaries from America who have a chapel with a high tower, and
good houses.

My house was a fine, large, airy building surrounded by a good garden
and close to it was the cutcherry. It was a very quiet little place and our

life there was on the whole a very uneventful one. The first thing that

happened was the birth of our second daughter, Edith, on the 31st May
1869 at 4.30 a.m.

Our small society consisted of a Joint Magistrate, a doctor, a Super-

intendent of police, an Engineer, a Harbour-master, and an Inspector

of Telegraphs. There were also two police Assistants and a Deputy
Magistrate. All the above were English, and several of them were
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married. The Missionaries hailed from Dover, New Hampshire, U.S.A.
and belonged to a sect called Free Will Baptists. There was, moreover,

a Belgian Jesuit, Father Sapart, and three Carmelite nuns—a Scotch

woman, a German and a Bdgian. The Baptists and the Catholics had
each charge of a small number, of native children who had been left

orphans in the terrible famine of 1866 and taken care of by the Govern-

ment, which paid the Aiissionaries three rupees a head per mensem for

them.

Some of these people were interesting as specimens of the curious

beings one meets in India. There are large classes of people of all

nations in that country of whose existence the good folk at home have

no idea. Worthy Father Sapart, for instance, the Jesuit priest, was a

very curious character. By race a Walloon from Louvain (or Loewen
as he called it), son of a journeyman carpenter or bricklayer, he was a

tall, lean, cadaverous creature with a long, sharp-pointed nose, deep-

seated eyes, a long, flowing beard and brown, sun-tanned face. Honest,

simple-minded and very imperfectly educated at some Jesuit seminary,

he had but one idea, the spread of his religion, and if he went the wrong

way to work he certainly was not wanting in earnestness or sincerity.

He arrived at Balasore about a year before us, on foot, with a mat, a

tin pot and a breviary as his sole luggage. He sat down under a tree

and soon contrived to have a small bamboo and grass shed erected in

which he h'ved, eating rice like a native. Then he began to beg from the

Europeans and Eurasians (most of the latter class were Roman Catho-

lics) until he got together money enough to build a cottage with mud
walls and a thatched roof. He then secured a long lease of a patch of

ground, and as the orphan children were made over to him he housed

them in the cottage and in company with them dug clay, moulded, and

finally burnt bricks. Then he set to work and drew on large sheets of

paper a design for church, parsonage and school—all in one. Still

begging persistently he scraped together money enough to pay for

bricklayers, dug his foundations and began to build. In this slow way,

begging till he got a little money together, carrying on the work till he

had spent it, and then going begging again—all the while living on rice

and inhabiting any corner of the building that was habitable—he toiled

on till at the end of about six years he had constructed a singularly

graceful little Gothic church with a fine airy crypt beneath, in which he

held his school, and two large dormitories and rooms for the priest.

The officers of the Public Works Department who inspected the build-

ing said it was an admirable piece ofwork. Then Sapart set to work and

built a nunnery and chapel for the nuns. Whenever he had exhausted
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the liberality of the Europeans and Eurasians of Balasore he would start

off, accompanied by a boy to carry his mat and cooking pot, and trudge

four or five hundred miles to Cuttack, Sambalpur and other stations to

beg for his church. I think he was altogether some seven or eight years

at Balasore, building all the while. And as soon as he had finished bis

buildings and they were ready for use and had been consecrated by the

Romish Archbishop of Calcutta, he was removed to a far distant station

and never set eyes on his beloved church again! This is the Jesuit

system. Poor, honest, simple-minded old Sapart was very fond of me
and very much concerned at my being a heretic. He used to try to con-

vert me, but as he only kjiew what he had been taught at his Belgian

seminary he was not at all successful. He talked very fair English, but

preferred, of course, to use French, and we always corresponded in

that language.

Another curious character in this out-of-the-way nook was Captain

Alfred Bond of the Indian Marine, whom we always spoke of as ‘the

Ancient Mariner*. He had been in India for upwards of sixty years and

had never been to England once in all that time. His only tie to his

native country was that he was related to the inventor of ‘Bond’s

marking ink’, which article he used always to recommend strongly to

everybody he met. He was Harbourmaster, Superintendent of the

Salt Warehouses and Commander of the brig Orissa, (She was a

schooner in reality.) This vessel, a smart little craft, was a relic of a

former state of things. In the early days of British rule when there were

few roads, and those very bad, and when the British possessions ex-

tended only a little distance inland, the East India Company maintained

a fleet of small vessels, generally armed, to keep up the communication

between the settlements along the coast from Calcutta in the north to

Madras in the south. These vessels carried officers joining their appoint-

ments, also opium and stores of all sorts. They were occasionally also

employed in attacking the mud fort of some refractory zemindar, and
even, in company with English men-of-war, in fighting the French.

Those days had long passed away, but the brigs and schooners were still

kept up. They still occasionally brought opium, stamps and stationery,

and other Government stores from Calcutta, or cruised about in pursuit

of salt smugglers. For the most part, however, the little brig Orissa lay

placidly in harbour being constantly painted, scrubbed and polished

and (as we afterwards discovered) being quietly devoured internally by
white ants. Occasionally she took a trip to air her sails, and on some of

these occasions, having too rashly put to sea in bad weather, was unable

to get back again, and had to beat about in the bay till all her provisions
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were consumed and the Ancient Mariner and his crew suffered the

pangs of hunger. Though he had been so long in India the Ancient
Alariner’s knowledge of the Indian languages was confined to a very

small stock of horribly mispronounced words in nautical Hindustani,

a curious jargon composed ofArabic, Persian, Malay, Tamil, Portuguese

and Urdu. It is very generally spoken on board all the vessels of very

various nationalities which navigate the Bay of Bengal from Singapore

to Calcutta and from Calcutta to Colombo. This nautical life in the Bay
of Bengal is very curious. It is a little world of its own. The ships are

commanded and officered by Europeans, and the crews consist of

‘lascars’, i.e. men from Chittagong, the Madras coast, and Eastern

Bengal. But a description of this kind of life would take a book to

itself. In my capacity of Collector of Customs—one of the multi-

farious functions attached to my new post—I was brought into contact

with it very constantly as I shall frequently have occasion to mention

hereafter.

Mrs Bridget Bond, wife and ruler ofthe Ancient Mariner, was a small,

shrivelled old lady who went about in a Bath chair and actively super-

intended the land affairs as her husband did the sea. She owned several

houses and some land. Her special eminence, however, consisted in her

being what her husband used to describe as ‘a Plymouth Brethren*. In

this capacity she was wont to hold prayer meetings in her house to

which the Ancient Mariner used to invite us, saying, ‘You should come

and hear Biddy pray; Biddy prays beautiful.* I am sorry to say none of

us ever went. Biddy was certainly a very clever old woman, and had

evidently at some time or other been very well educated. She used to

come and sit with us of an evening in our garden, and her conversation

showed an amount of reading and acquaintance with various subjects

which often surprised us. Who she was by birth, and how she had drifted

into the arms of the Ancient Mariner and with him to the remote and

obscure district of Balasore, was a mystery. They had a large family of

sons and daughters all of whom, but one, were married and settled in

various parts of Bengal in well-paid appointments. One unmarried

daughter, Alice, a shrewish, leathery virgin of forty or more, lived with

them and essayed her mature charms in vain on every young man that

came to Balasore.

In this quiet place, among this strange society, we lived for four years.

I qyickly learnt Oriya, the language of Orissa, and assisted E. B.

Hallam, one of the American Baptist Missionaries, in writing an Oriya

Grammar. I also now began my Comparative Grammar of the Modem
Aryan Languages of India^ and completed it in about eighteen months,
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working at it for two hours every morning before breakfast, from eight

to ten. This was the only time I could spare from my official duties,

which though not heavy were incessant. People came about this or that

at all hours of the day, and sometimes even late at night. At this time

I bought my dear old horse, 'Balaclava’, who was my faithful servant

for nine years and carried me over many hundreds of miles. He was not

beautiful, being a large, big-boned chestnut waler^ with four white

stockings and a vicious eye. I had been reading Kinglake’s Crimea^ and

had just come upon the description of Lord Cardigan’s charger at the

celebrated Charge of the Light Brigade at Balaclava when my new
horse arrived. He resembled the charger I had been reading about so

exactly that I named him accordingly. My wife had a handsome bay

mare, and we had many a grand scamper across country together.

Balaclava was a vicious animal and bucked dreadfully. He used to bite

his syces and I always had a struggle with him at starting of a morning.

But he knew me and we were great friends.

The Christmas of this year we spent at Cuttack, guests of Robert

Alexander, the Judge, a large, genid old man, a great friend of .ours,

and the most extensive consumer of bottled beer I ever met. We
marched down the Trunk Road, living in tents and bungalows. All over

Orissa—as in most parts of India—^there are small bungalows by the

roadside at distances of ten or fifteen miles apart. These are built and

maintained by the Government principally for use of the officers of the

Public Works Department when on duty inspecting roads and other

works. They are, however, also available on payment of a small fee to

other officers. They are simply furnished, with a few necessaries only,

and every officer brings with him his bedding and food.

At Neulpur, a place about twenty-four miles from Cuttack, we found

one of the small steamers of the Irrigation Department waiting for us

on the canal, which had recently been completed up to this point. We
were a merry company on board, twelve men and three or four ladies,

with some children. We started early in the morning, and spent the

day principally in eating, drinking, smoking, playing cards and singing,

reaching Cuttack eventually, very tired, at eleven o’clock at night. The
delay was caused by our sticking on the numerous sandbanks in the

Mahanadi River. I will not here describe beautiful Cuttack, because

we got to know it much better in after days. The charm of it struck us

on our first visit, the broad, shady roads, and,green parade ground, the

picturesque buildings, the two broad rivers with their background of

lovely blue hills, make it one of the most picturesque stations in India.

^ A cavalry horse imported into India from New South Wales.
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On a large plain a mile or so from the town was the race-cx>ursc and a

grandstand. In the early morning there were races to which the Maha*
raja of Vizianagram sent some good horses, in charge of a diminutive

English jockey, who beat all the amateur gentlemen riders by his skill in

handling his horses. Then there were great dinners to which twenty or

thirty persons sat down, and after the ladies had retired there was hot

whisky and water, with singing till past midnight. A Madras Regiment
is, or was in those days, stationed at Cuttack and there was a grand

dinner at their Mess. On St John’s night (27th December) the Masons
had a great function followed by a banquet at the Lodge, at which some
fifty brethren were present, and there was deep drinking and a good deal

of noise, ending towards morning in much horseplay and practical

jokes.

It was a very lively place in those days, being a very large station and

a centre of meeting for several smaller stations in the neighbourhood.

It was one of the cheerfuUest, healthiest, prettiest and most generally

agreeable stations I have ever known—at least it was so in those da5rs,

i.e. from 1869 to 1878 when we knew it.

We returned to Balasore in the first week of the new year 1870. It

seemed very small, quiet and dull after big, noisy Cuttack. The stream

ofpilgrims down the road was the busiest thing in it. The Orissa Trunk

Road, a section ofthe great Imperial road between Calcutta and Madras,

runs like a backbone down the whole length of the Balasore district

for 120 miles. It is a work ofalmost Roman solidity, being laised fifteen

or twenty feet above the level of the country across which it runs,

visible from afar like a great dyke with its solid masonry bridges, long

rows ofshady trees and lines oftelegraph posts and wires. The surface is

metalled with laterite,^ or iron-sandstone, a dark red stone found all

over Orissa which makes admirable roads, bridges and other buildings.

Along this noble road passes all the year round, but chiefly at the

seasons of the great festivals—the Dol J^itr^ or Spring festival in Janu-

ary, and the Rath J^tr^ or Car festival in June—an endless string of

pilgrims from all parts of India; the poor limping wearily on foot, the

rich in bullock carts or palkis, to the great temple of Jagannath at Puri.

To protect these pilgrims from being robbed or maltreated there are

^ Laterite is a ferruginous clay of a dark red colour (so called from Latin

later ‘a brick’ from its colour). It is porous and full of large round holes, like a

sponge or like Gruyfere cheese. When cut from the quarry it is soft, but hardens

on exposure to the air. All the ancient temples, forts, palaces and bridges in

Orissa are built of it. Broken into gravel it is used for metalling roads. It is the

all-pervading laterite that gives the sombre dark reddish, grey colour to towns

and scenery generally in Orissa.
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regular patrols of police all along the road. There are also hospitals at

several places where they receive medical assistance gratuitously if they

fall ill from fatigue or disease on their way. Of course, large numbers of

them fall ill and die, and they almost always bring fever and cholera

with them on their return. The women, as usual, suffer most.

There is a class of Brahmans attached to the temple of Jagannath

{vulgo Juggernaut) called Pandas, whose business it is to travel long

distances all over India, extolling the virtues of pilgrimage to Jagan-

nath, and inducing people to undertake it. The decaying zeal of the

modern Hindu for pilgrimage is kept alive by these touters, who are

naturally most successful with the women. It used to be a common sight

to see a strong, stalwart Panda marching along the road, followed by a

little troop of small, cowering Bengali women, each clad in her one

scanty, clinging robe, her small wardrobe in a palm-leafbox on her head,

with the lordly Panda’s luggage on her shoulders. At night they put

up at one of the chatties or lodging-houses which are found all along

the road. Here his lordship reposes while his female flock buy his food

and cook it, spread his couch, serve his dinner, light his pipe, shampoo

his limbs, and even, if he so desire, minister to his lust.

When at length they reach Jagannath the Panda leads his flock round

to all the places of worship, sees them through all the ceremonies and,

in collusion with the Parih^ris, or temple priests, screws out of them all

their money down to the last cowry, in fees and offerings. The cere-

monies ended, he has done with them, and remorselessly turns them
adrift to find their way home, a distance perhaps ofmany hundred miles,

as best they may. So far from their homes from which they have in

many cases started surreptitiously, purloining their husbands’ hoard

of money, these wretched women have to tramp wearily back through

the rain, for it is mosdy for the Rath J4tr^, in the rainy season, that

they come. What with exposure, fatigue and hunger they die in great

numbers by the roadside. Those whose youth and strength enable them
to survive the journey are often too much afraid of their husbands’

anger to return home, and end by swelling the number of prostitutes in

Calcutta. Tantum religio potuit suadere malorum !

Often journeying about the distria and riding late along the road, we
passed scores of white figures of Bengali women lying asleep on the

damp ground muffled in their thin cotton s^is, their only garment. We
never knew how many of them were alive and how many were dead.

Only every morning a band of ‘sweepers of the dead’ (murdah-farrish),

as they were called, marched along with a cart to carry off and bury as

many of the white-robed figures as had finished their mortal journey
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during the night. A large staff of these official croque-marts had to be
maintained all along the road.

About this time we received a visit from that vivacious but not very

accurate writer, Dr W. W. Hunter, who during a stay of seven days

subjected me to such an unceasing jire of questions that on his depar-

ture I solemnly forbade anyone to ask me any more questions for a

month. He was then a small, lean, hatchet-faced man with a newspaper-

correspondent’s gift of facile, flashy writing, and a passion for collecting

facts and figures of which he made fearful and wonderful use after-

wards. The light-hearted subalterns of the regiment at Cuttack had

amused themselves by inventing for his benefit wonderful yarns, all of

which he duly entered in his note-book and reproduced in his book on

Orissa. He was rather a troublesome guest as he was not contented with

our simple food. We lived as well as most people in our station of life

in the rural districts of India. Our ‘chota h^iziri*, or little breakfast, was

at five-thirty to six, and consisted of tea, eggs boiled or poached, toast

and fruit. After this came our ride. Breakfast at eleven consisted of

fried or broiled fish, a dish or two of meat—generally fowl cutlets,

hashes and stews, or cold meat and salad followed by curry and rice

and dessert. We drank either bottled beer—the universal Bass—or

claret which we got good and cheap from Bordeaux through Pondi-

cherry. Then followed a long day’s work in office. Between four and

five there was tea and cakes, after which we went for a drive or had a

croquet party in our compound. Dinner at half past seven or eight con-

sisted of soup, and entree, roast fowls or ducks, occasionally mutton,

and in cold weather once or twice beef, an entremet of game or a

savoury, and sweets. We drank either beer or claret. This seemed to us

a fairly good diet, but it did not suit our guest who wanted champagne

every night, pate de foie gras and other ‘tinned’ delicacies. Wc did not

indulge much in ‘tinned’ things, believing them to be unwholesome and

thinking them often very nasty. But by many people in India they are

considered very great luxuries. We used often to be amused at our

Eurasian friends saying, ‘Oh you! you are so rich, you dine off tinned

things every day of course!’ They would not believe us when they were

told that we lived on plain roast fowl and mutton like tnemselves.

Hunter’s Orissa in two volumes was the result of his visit. It is a

clever, brilliantly written work, though containing many inaccuracies.

I supplied him with a mass of facts, and so did the Collectors of Cut-

tack and Puri, but he put all our contributions into an Appendix in

small type and made very little use of them in the text of his work.

In this year the English doctor attached to Balasore fell sick and had
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to go away. The Government, never having a sufficient staff of doctors,

was obliged to send us in his place a Eurasian apothecary. This man,

of humble origin and not much education, had entered the public

service as a Hospital Assistant, in which capacity it was his duty to

wait upon the surgeons at operations, to clean the instruments, prepare

bandages and perform other menial offices. In course of time he rose

to be an apothecary and then had charge of the drugs, was entrusted

with the task of making up prescriptions, and became at last a skilful

compounder. After passing some sort of examination, he set to work to

read books on medicine and surgery, and by living in hospitals and

hearing the doctors talk picked up a smattering of medical knowledge.

He was then lucky enough to be attached, in a subordinate capacity, to

the office of the Viceroy’s private surgeon and had the honour of com-

pounding Lord Mayo’s pills. He was also allowed to prescribe for the

humbler members of the Viceregal household, the nurses, footmen and

the like. This experience was eventually held to qualify him for the

post of Civil Medical Officer of a distria; the dearth of properly quali-

fied surgeons compelled the Goverfiment to employ anyone with even

the slightest pretence to medical knowledge. So he was sent to us.

He was a harmless if ignorant sort of creature at first, for if his medi-

cines did no good, they at least did no harm. But as time went on,

waxing bold with praaice, he took to what he used to call ‘exhibiting

the pharmacopoeia’. This process consisted in administering one drug

after another out of the work in question till he either killed or cured.

He proceeded in alphabetical order. If the drugs under the letter A
produced no result, he went on to B, and then to C, and so on. That he

did not kill more than he cured was due to the sharpness of his patients,

who, on hearing this peculiar phrase, understood that he did not know
how to treat them and refrained from taking his medicines.

My wife felt that she could not trust herself to this man for her

approaching confinement, and I was therefore obliged to take the long

journey of io6 miles into Cuttack. There on the i6th December 1870

was bom our third daughter and sixth child, Katharine. As soon as the

event was over I started for my own district where I spent a lonely

Christmas in camp at Noanand, a large Government estate in the deso-

late plains by the sea-shore. These are the plains where salt is made. I

find the following descriptions ofthem in my letters to Elliot written in

1870.

‘The salt-lands are like a picture in the Illustrated London News I

remember many years ago of “Bulgarian fishermen on the lower

Danube”, which I have not seen for perhaps twenty years, but which
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now comes back to me vividly. Huge, sluggish stream,—“boom of the
bittern’* generally—dark evening—streak of light on the horizon, and
that sort of thing. The salt-lands are wild, grassy plains; sandhills by
the sea-shoie; foul creeks half salt, half fresh; alligators—black, shiny

mud—^melancholy great sea, roaring and tumbling far off across wet
sands—somehow it seems always to be low water. In the opposite

direction is the one redeeming feature, a beautiful little range—far off—
ofthe bluest ofblue hills behind which the sun is just setting.’

‘Got back from these dreary salt wastes, red with samphire,

white with salt, brown with withered grass, with its boundary of stunted

screw pines and the muddy, roaring sea beyond; no houses, no people,

no nothing!

A land where no one comes

Or hath come since the making of the world*

There was a good deal of hard work to do in this desolate place and I

remained there till the end of the year 1870.

At the mouth of the Balasore River stood an old ruined bungalow

called Balramgarhi. It had been one of the East India Company’s fac-

tories in the old days, and it was to this place that the few English who
survived the ‘Black Hole’ fled for refuge. It belonged in my time to a rich

native merchant, who, at my request, repaired it and let it to me for the

summer months. We used to go there during the hot weather to enjoy

the cool sea-breezes which blew all day and all night and rendered

punkahs unnecessary.

In February 1871 Sir William Grey retired and Sir George Camp-

bell became Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, and a time of spasmodic

activity began for Bengal. Grey was a mild, rather slow sort of man
whose whole career had been passed in the Secretariat and whose

knowledge of the rural parts—ninety-nine hundredths—of the province

was in consequence purely theoretical. He was fond of writing inter-

minable minutes, but he made no very great mark and no excitement

was felt when he retired. Campbell was a very different sort of man. A
restless spirit and an insatiable desire for change, joined to a profound

belief in himself, led him to upset everything. In justice to him, how-

ever, it must be admitted that sleepy, muddy, stagnant old Bengal

wanted a great deal of stirring up, and his measures were beneficial in

most cases, though his successors did not carry them out in the spirit

in which he conceived them. He did not reflect how short is the term of

office of a Lieutenant-Governor—only five years and in his case even

less—and it did not occur to him that he was likely to do more harm
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than good by commencing great reforms which would require more

years of careful watching and guiding to bring them to a successful

issue than he was likely to be able to give them. Much of what he did

was good and has borne excellent fruit, but much, unfortunately, that

went well so long as he was there to manage it, was subsequently spoilt

by bad management on the part of his successors; and some of his pro-

jected reforms have even been entirely laid aside, much to the detri-

ment of the country and the people.

Like most enthusiastic reformers he was quite indifferent to the

feelings of those affected by his reforms. In his zeal for improvement,

he rode rough-shod over the most cherished prejudices of the Bengalis,

while at the same time he himself was extremely sensitive to public

opinion. No amount of opposition or hostile criticism had power to

turn him from a pet project, but he felt very much aggrieved at the

attacks made upon him in both the English and Native newspapers,

and showed his annoyance by issuing somewhat undignified circular

orders in which he expressed himself with a freedom and homeliness

of phrase very strikingly in contrast with the lofty decorum and stilted

official circumlocution of his predecessors. Where another Lieutenant-

Governor would have written, ‘His Honour is constrained to express

his dissatisfaction at . . .*, Campbell would write, ‘The Lieutenant-

Governor abhors this kind of muddle and will punish severely anyone

who behaves in this absurd way in future.* He afforded great fun to the

comic papers by issuing a circular in which he solemnly informed all

his liege subjects that he had been very much shocked at one station

which he visited by meeting an Assistant Collector early one morning

out for a walk engaged in training some ‘puppy-dogs*. This he thought

was a disgraceful waste of time. When the poor boy pleaded that he,

thought he might amuse himself in his own way ‘out of office hours*,

Campbell*s indignation was unbounded. ‘There are no such things as

office hours,* he replied, ‘an officer’s services are at the disposal of the

Government at aU hours of the day and night.* Poor, witty, erratic

Frank Bignold, my predecessor as Collector of Balasore, a brilliantly

clever man but so unpunctual and unmethodical as to be the ruin ofany

district that might be in his charge, wrote some clever lines on this

pronouncement of the new Lieutenant-Governor. It was a longish

poem and I only remember parts of it. The lines I refer to ran thus:

The model Magistratey our rulers jqy.

Decides cdl nighty investigates all day;

The crack Collectory man of equal might

Reports all day, and corresponds all night,
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Campbell had never served in the Lower Provinces. He had, it is

true, bwn for a time a Judge of the High Court at Calcutta, in which
capacity his eccentric ideas about law had made him rather notorious,

but this was no introduction to the administrative work of Bengal. His

service had been spent almost entirely in the North-West Provinces,

and just before his appointment to Bengal he had been Chief Com-
missioner of the Central Provinces. He chose to assume that there was

not, among the Civilians of Bengal, a single man fit to be his Secretary,

and he therefore imported from the Central Provinces his favourite,

C. E. Bernard.

Bernard, who had been my contemporary and rival at Haileybury,

was a nephew of Sir John Lawrence and owed his rapid promotion

pardy to that circumstance. He was, however, a man of very great

ability; had he not been so, he could not have risen as he did, even with

his powerful interest.

Solid, judicious, indefatigably laborious, clear-headed, quick to per-

ceive the bearings of a matter, but without much originality or initiative

power—Bernard was just the man for Secretary to so masterful and

original a chief as Campbell. If a lucid exposition of a long and intricate

subject were wanted, Bernard would wade through piles ofpapers, miss-

ing no important point, never led astray by digressions, nor bewildered

by conflicting opinions, and would produce a masterly minute which

brought order out ofchaos, and shed light on dark places. His services to

Sir George were invaluable, and though there might have been found in

Bengal eight or ten men as good as he, still it was not unnatural that

Campbell, having already such a man to his hand, and being totally un-

acquainted with most of the Bengal men, should prefer to have him as

his Secretary and should refuse to consider how much injustice he was

doing to the Bengal men by giving one of the prize appointments to an

outsider.

Sir George’s activity was prodigious. He was never contented with

the assurance often made to him by experienced officers, that this or

that system had been in force for many years, had always been found

to work well, and was well suited to the local peculiarities of the Pro-

vince. He was full of theories which he had propounded years before in

a book written when he was a very junior officer in Oudh. He attacked

every department ofthe administration at once—police, criminal courts,

judicial courts, jails, land revenue, collection of taxes, trial of rent suits,

registration of assurances, public works, roads and ferries, education,

vaccination, sanitation—(*and everything else that ends in
—

**ation”,*

as Bignold remarked in one of his poems), municipalities, the ezdse on
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spirits and drugs, customs, salt—all felt his probing hand in turn. His

plan was to issue a minute in which he stated that he was not satisfied

with the working of this or that department, and therefore appointed a

Committee consisting ofMr Bernard and some other officers to inquire

and report on it. In due course there would appear an *;xhaustive report

by Bernard, on which His Honour would base a series of rules often

involving very sweeping changes. It is only fair to say that in many cases

he effected marked improvements, though in some others he made very

injudicious innovations. His general policy, it is scarcely necessary to

add, was intensely distasteful to the natives on whose most cherished

prejudices he tramped ruthlessly. Consequently he was very much dis-

liked by them.

My official work at quiet, sleepy Balasore was not very heavy though

varied. It had this advantage that owing to the smallness of the district

I was able personally to supervise everything down to the minutest

details. I was thus fortunately able to give satisfaction to Campbell by
carrying out successfully many of his reforms. I might not approve of

them all myself—and when I did not, I frankly said so—but as it was

my duty to carry out orders I did so loyally, and Campbell was pleased

at this. He also received very graciously a copy of the first volume of

my Comparative Grammar which appeared about this time, and was

good enough to say he did not at all object to officers occupying some

part of their time in so useful a way. My Grammar was well received in

England and on the Continent, was very favourably reviewed, and

gained me some little reputation as a philologist.

It was difficult to find time for linguistic work, not so much because

official work was heavy, as because of the constant interruptions to

which one in my position is subjected. Still, I managed to devote some

time nearly every day to my Grammary and to extend my slight know-

ledge of European languages. I used to take up one language at a time

and stick to it for a month or two, after which I went on to another. One
cold weather I read Don Quixote through in the original Spanish and a

great part of Ercilla’s long and rather tedious poem, Im Arancanay

with which, after the glowing description of it in Humboldt’s Cosmos,

I was rather disappointed. Another time I had a spell of Goethe, or

Tasso, or Balzac, a strange farrago! I was, however, more in need of

German, because in writing my Comparative Grammar it was necessary

to consult so many German authorities. .Much painful wading through

Bopp, and Grinun and Pott had to be done. It was a relief to turn from

them to the grand old Spanish ballads of Rcy Don Sancho, or d Cid

Campeador, though both had often to be laid aside to settle some knotty
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point about the collection of revenue or detection of crime. It was a

curiously mixed life as regards the mind and its workings that I led in

those days.

About this time I became a contributor to a weekly paper called the

Indian Observer

^

got up by a small number of brilliant young men in

the Qvil and Military Services, aided by some educational men and

barristers. Most of the writing was clever and sparkling and, of course,

very sarcastic. The paper was extremely popular and successful for

about a couple of years. It, however, incurred the grave displeasure of

several high officials, on account of the biting satire with which it

attacked the measures of Lord Mayo’s Government, and especially his

two most prominent advisers. Sir John Strachey and Sir Richard

Temple. Although I did not write any of the political articles, yet my
connexion with the paper did me much harm when Temple, some years

later, came to be Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal. Free and temperate

criticism of the measures of Government by officials was not permitted

in 1872. The article on Finance and Foreign Policy in the Observer did

not exceed the limits usually considered permissible in England, but in

India our rulers are thin-skinned, and by degrees made the writers in

the Observer understand that it was not safe to write in it any longer.

So they dropped off one by one. Poor Wilfred Heeley of our Service,

then Inspeaor-General of Jails, was so persecuted that he died of a

broken heart. I was cruelly persecuted also, and so were several others.

I wrote a series of articles on the condition of the peasantry in Orissa,

on the new Road Cess law, on the work and training of men in my own
service and on various social questions. By degrees, however, the politi-

cal element in the paper grew feebler and the purely literary element

stronger. I then wrote them a long series of articles on the vernacular

literature of India, giving a briefhistory ofeach ofthe principal medin^al

writers, with short versified extracts from their poems. I also wrote re-

views of Morris’s poem, ‘Love is enough’, and other work. The paper

gradually declined and came to an end in 1873.

I have mentioned that some ofmy articles were about the Road Cess.

This was a hotly debated question at the time, and much more trouble

was anticipated from it than actually occurred. In fact, when the prin-

ciple was once conceded, there was nothing more to fight about and the

law having once taken its place on the Statute Book, was submitted to by

the people with not more grumbling than the editors of native papers

could manage to excite.

The point was this: the landholders of Bengal, having by the Perma-

nent Settlement been secured in the possession of their estates (and so
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much of the estates of other persons as in the scramble of 1793 they

could manage to get hold of) at a rent fixed for ever, imagined, or were

said by their advocates to imagine, that the State had thereby pledged

itself not to demand from them any further contributions to the expen-

ses of the administration. They thought that they were exempt for ever

from all taxes, imposts and cesses of all kinds. Money being wanted for

the improvement ofthe roads in Bengal, and the finances not admitting,

and not being likely to admit, of large sums being devoted to this pur-

pose, further taxation was necessary. A bill was therefore introduced

into the Council of the Lieutenant-Governor to provide for the levy of a

cess. This cess was to be a rate upon the annual profits ofestates, tenures,

and holdings and was to be paid by landholders, by those who held

tenures under them, and by the actual cultivators of the soil. Imme-
diately a cry was raised that the Government was infringing upon the

compact made at the time of the Permanent Settlement, and the war of

words rose high. I took no part in this as I was from the first clearly of

the opinion that the cry was not only baseless, but opposed to the most

obvious historical faas. The fact that a former Government had bound

itself and its successors for all time not to increase the demand from

the zemindars on one account, namely the land, was no bar to additional

demands being made upon them on other accounts. But it was the

method adopted for fixing the exact amount of cess payable by each

person that gave colour to the objection. An attempt was to be made to

ascertain the profit on each estate and the tax was to be levied on this

profit. Zemindars were to be called upon to submit statements showing

their profits, and it was hoped that the threat of a criminal prosecution

for submitting false returns would suffice to secure their truthfulness.

The zemindar was moreover to be permitted to collect the sums due

from his tenants and ryots and pay them to the CoUeaor, after deducting

a small commission for his trouble.

The weak points in this scheme were numerous. No one who really

knew the zemindars could expea them to send in correa returns.

Many of them were careless and indolent, mere puppets in the hands

ofunscrupulous followers. Many more were crafty, dissembling money-
grubbers. No reliance could be placed on their statements. The threat

of criminal prosecution was mere brutum fidmeriy because in order to

secure a conviction it was necessary to prove first that the returns were

false, and secondly that they were intentionally and wilfully misleading.

We had no data whatsoever for proving the first point, for there had

never been any official check or control over the management by zemin-

dars of their esutes, and as to the second it was easy for the zemindar
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to bring half the countryside to bear witness that he was easy-going and
careless and had never kept any accounts in his life, and had not the

slightest idea as to what were his profits, so that the return submitted

was mere guesswork and not intended to mislead. Then again, so great

is the dependence of the ryots on the zemindar that to give the latter

the right of collecting the cess would op>en a wide door to all sorts of

exactions.

I set forth all these considerations in my articles in the Indian Observer

in the form ofan imaginary history of what look place on the estate of a

typical zemindar whom I created for the occasion. I also in several

articles entered fully into the actual condition of the ryot and the rela-

tions between him and the zemindar. Sir George Campbell, as it after-

wards turned out, knew that I was the writer ofthe articles, which made

some stir at the time.

Nevertheless, though in my own mind I disapproved of the policy of

the Government, it was my duty to carry out orders, and my small

district of Balasore having been selected as the first into which the

Road Cess should be introduced, I set to work actively and soon finished

the assessment and reported my distria as ready to pay the cess

sooner than Government had anticipated. For this I was warmly

thanked by the Lieutenant-Governor. I was frequently consulted by

him and the Board of Revenue on points of detail and praaical diffi-

culties which arose in the course of the work, and my proceedings were

handed round as a pattern for aU other districts. This was one of the

small triumphs which come now and then to encourage a lonely worker

in a remote Indian district.
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CHAPTER XVI

Balasore^ 1871-1873

Some facts about our home life may now be chronicled. At the mouth
of the Balasore River, sixteen miles from the town stood an old ruined

house called Balramgarhi, famed as the site of the English factory to

which the survivors of the ‘Black Hole’ had fled for refuge.

Although Balasore itself was so near the sea, yet there was a sensible

difference between the climate of the station, and that of the sea-shore.

For a long time the European residents had been in the habit of going

for a few weeks in the hot weather to live in two small bungalows on the

sandhills on the coast, at a place called Chandipore. But in my pre-

decessor’s time the bungalows had fallen into the hands of a doctor in

Calcutta, who conceived the idea that he could make a popular sea-side

resort out of it. So he published flaming descriptions of the poor little

place, with fancy iUustrations and scientific opinions as to its amazing

healthiness and so on. But as there was no particular way of getting

there from Calcutta, and no shops or supplies or drinkable water to be

had when you did get there, the Calcutta public preferred to go to the

hills, and the project fell through. Meanwhile, however, the doctor, by
way of popularizing the place, took to lending the two bungalows to

such of his Calcutta friends as he could induce to go there, and they

were consequently lost to the Europeans of Balasore. It occurred to

me that the old factory at the mouth of the river might be utilized as p

hot weather residence, and the owner, a wealthy zemindar, agreeing to

this, put it into thorough repair and let it to me. As soon as the hot

weather began we all migrated there.

The old house was raised on a plinth about three feet high; it had, as

usual in Indian houses, only one storey and contained three large and
five smaller rooms. All round the front ran a deep veranda with a broad

platform in front facing the sea, from which a broad flight of steps led

down to a small garden. Beyond was a wide stretch of waste covered

with tall jungle grass and a few clumps ofmango and palm trees, beside

which the river ran out to sea. Half a mile in front stretched the grassy

fdain away to a solitary palmyra tree on a point where sea and river met.

Across the river to the south was Chandipore, a mile off on a low line of

grassy hills, and behind us to the west the picturesque line of the Nilgiri

HiUs. Our boat manned by eight rowers lay close by, and every morning
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wc were rowed down to the mouth of the river and went for a long walk
on the sands. In the evening as we sat on the veranda a fleet of native

sloops and brigs would appear on the horizon in a cloud of white sail>

round the point and drop anchor in the river. The fishermen rowed out

with the ebb and back with the flood, laden with delicious fish of which
we thus had a very abundant supply.

We found the life here very pleasant. My wife and children lived

there permanently and I rode into Balasore every morning to my work
and back again in the evening. Provisions and drinking water had to

be brought by boat from Balasore. Unfortunately the season that year—
1871—was very unfavourable. Usually in March the south-west winds

set in up the coast and round the headlands, turning to south up the

rivers, so that as our house at Balramgarhi faced south wc ordinarily

had a sweet, cool breeze blowing right into it all day and all night. This

wind blows over the flats into Balasore but of course loses much of its

coolness and freshness by the time it reaches the station. The difference

in the temperature between Balasore and the coast only eight miles off

is very great. In the season we spent at Balramgarhi the course of nature

was changed. The fresh sea-breeze was less regular. An abnormal land

wind took its place, which, coming over the swamps to landward of us,

brought with it malarious exhalations. Our native servants began to get

fever and had to be sent into the station. At last we were also attacked

and had to go back to Balasore and were ill for a long time afterwards.

My poor wife suffered from malarial fever for a long time.

It was not merely the unusual season that made us ill. The circum-

stances had a good deal to do with it. When we first saw Balramgarhi,

the old house was scarcely to be seen from the river owing to the dense

jungle that had grown up all round it. All this was cleared away before

the house could be got at to be repaired, but newly cleared land is

always unhealthy in India, as elsewhere, and it is probable that even

had not the weather been so unpropitious we should have suffered all

the same. The salt-makers, however, lived there for many months of

the yean without getting fever, but they were a peculiar race and were

acclimatized.

Salt-making is, or was then (for great changes have taken place since

those days) a very flourishing industry along the eastern coast of India.

There were two ways of making it. One way employed all along the

Madras coast and in southern Orissa is known as Karkach. In this

method large, shallow pans are dug in the sand on the foreshore and

sea-water is let into them by channels at high tide. The heat of the sun

evaporates the water, leaving the pans thickly encrusted with crystab
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of salt. It is then scraped off and stored in warehouses. It is a dirty,

coarse stuff and not very strongly flavoured. The strict Hindus prefer

it because, not having been touched by human hands, it is free from all

suspicion of ceremonial impurity.

The other method, which is more complicated, is in use in northern

Orissa and Bengal and is known as Panga. Channels are dug from the

sea to small reservoirs dug—^not in the sand, but in the muddy soil

beyond. Then a mound about two feet high is made of earth and grass

mixed. On the top is placed a large earthen vessel pierced with holes. A
layer of grass and twigs is placed in the vessel, and on this again a thick

layer ofmud from the surrounding soil, which is largely saturated with

saline matter from being constantly submerged by the sea. Water from

the reservoir is then poured in till the vessel is full. This sea-water

filtering through the saline earth becomes more salt than it was before,

and the strong brine thus made is drawn off through a bamboo pipe

into a second vessel. Qose by is a rude, dome-shaped furnace consisting

of a hole in the ground surmounted by a cupola, formed by fixing to-

gether with mud a large number of egg-shaped jars with their mouths

outwards. These are all filled to the brim with the brine. Then a fire

is lighted inside and fed with the tall, dry grass which grows around, till

all the water in the jars has been boiled away. The crystals of salt arc

then scraped out and piled on mats for transport to the gola.

The making of salt is a Government monopoly. In the early years

of British rule the salt was made by men hired by the Government, and

a large staff of highly-paid oflidals was maintained to supervise the

work. The 'Salt Agent’, who lived in a huge palace at Contai on the

Midnapore coast, was a senior member of the Covenanted Civil Service

and drew a very large salary—Rs 4,000 or thereabouts a month. This

system was, however, found to be expensive and inefficient. Fraud and

peculation was rife, and smuggling on a large scale was winked at by

the numerous and badly-watched native subordinates. Salt Daroghas,

on a salary of forty or fifty rupees a month, bought large estates and

built handsome houses and died worth large sums of money. The old

system was swept away and a new one introduced. The Salt Agent and

his army of Daroghas were abolished, and the long-suffering and

over burdened Collector had the Salt department added to the already

long list of his duties. Government gave up making salt on its own
account, and private persons were invited to engage in the manu-

facture.

Enterprising merchants, contraaors and others possessing a little

capital readily embarked in this promising venture. Securing from the
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landowner the lease of a tract of land ten or fifteen miles square on the

‘saliferous’ region—a narrow strip of low land running along all the

coast—^the contractor applied for permission to make salt there. He had
to fence his ground strongly, to build huts for the workmen and to

hire them. He had also to deposit a sum ofmoney with the Collector to

meet the pay of a small guard of police and a ‘Pass Officer’ and weigh-

men.

As in every occupation in India, so in this, the men who do the work
belong to a special caste, called in Orissa—Mallangis, in Bengal—Niinias.
Some of them engage in agriculture, but the most part live entirely by
making (and smuggling) salt.

Work at the Arangs, as the salt enclosures are called, begins about

December when the land has dried after the rains. The Mallangis clear

the ground, build reed-huts, mounds and furnaces, dig canals to carry

the salt water. They also cut great quantities of the tall, coarse grass

that grows aU about, which, with its thick stems and knotty roots, makes

excellent and cheap fuel. At daybreak the fires are lit and the work goes

on until an hour before sunset, when the salt, still wet and warm, is put

into baskets and carried to the enclosure, where it is weighed and the

day’s out-turn recorded by the Pass Officer. The salt is thrown into

heaps which are carefully thatched with palm leaves. Later on it is

conveyed either by land in bags carried by pack-bollocks, or by boat

up the numerous muddy creeks to the Gola or warehouse near one of

the large inland towns or markets.

Every step in the manufacture and sale of salt is surrounded with the

most minute precautions on the part of Government, and there is a

distinct and separate kind offraud practised at each stage. As each fresh

precaution is evolved by the Board of Revenue, the Board of Smugglers

invents a means of circumventing it.

The area of the Arang is extensive; except where actually cleared it is

covered with tall, coarse grass and scrub. In many places there are

swamps and quicksands. The narrow, winding footpaths on which only

one man can go arc known only to the Mallangis. The staff of police put

to guard the Arang consists usually of only four men and a Head Con-

stable. The work is unpopular because of the unhealthiness ofthe place

and the difficulty of procuring provisions. Consequendy only the worst

men in the force can be got to go there and the salt Arangs arc used as a

penal settlement. A policeman who does anything wrong is sent to a

Salt Arang as a punishment. Add to this that the smugglers are liberal

vrith their bribes, and that they are backed up by wealthy and influential

men who have no scruple in getting up a false* charge against an
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inconveniently honest policeman and supporting it by any number of

paid false witnesses, it is not surprising under these circumstances that

malpractices should flourish and the revenue should be considerably

defrauded.

In carrying the salt from the furnaces to the weighing ground, the

Mallangis deposit parcels of it in spots known only to themselves in the

jungle, to be removed later on and sold privately to the adjacent villages.

When the fires are (apparently) put out at sunset, they will leave the

furnaces with the loads of salt, but will sneak back again in the course of

the night, blow up the embers and make salt all night, hiding it before

daylight in the jungle. The police are supposed to patrol all night, and

as the whole tract is as flat as a pancake it is only by mounting on the

ruins of some deserted furnace of former years that they can sec over

the jungle and mark far off the light and smoke from some clandestine

working. Then they have to steal upon the men silently and cautiously

through the narrow, tortuous paths, taking their chance of meeting a

leopard, or wild boar, or even an occasional wild buffalo. When they

reach the spot, they often have a fierce hand-to-hand fight in which the

smugglers, being numerically stronger, usually get the better of the

police and escape into the darkness, where it would be useless to pursue

them. Ofcourse such courage and activity are not often displayed by the

police. It is only when the Magistrate, angered by the increase ofsmug-

gling fulminates threats, that they are stirred up to such temporary

efforts. But as soon as they have made an arrest or two they relapse

into their former apathy and the smuggling goes on as merrily as before.

The salt itself by its nature plays into the hands of the smugglers.

It is wet when first made, but dries by degrees and ofcourse loses weight

as it dries. It is weighed at the Arang before despatch and again at the

Gola on arrival, and if the two weights do not agree the contractor is

liable to a heavy fine, A certain allowance is made for dryage en route,

A common trick is to prick holes in the bags when they are taken off

the buUocks at night, for the journey takes two or three days. A good

deal of salt is abstracted in this way. Then the bullocks are driven

through some muddy pool or ditch—^as if by accident—so that the salt

gets wet and increases in weight and the loss by abstraction is covered.

If the salt is sent by boat it is not put into bags, but thrown loose

—

*in bulk’ as the technical phrase is—into the hold of a large, undecked

barge. The surface is then stamped all over with an ‘^dal’ or large

wooden seal bearing the name of the contractor, and on arrival at the

Gola it is carefully inspeaed before being unloaded to make sure that

the ^dal marks are intact.
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Even from boats, however, smuggling takes place. One night a large,

salt-laden barge was moored under a high, overhanging bank in a creek

far from any inhabited place. The boatmen and police guard went up
on to the bank, made themselves a snug retreat with piles of scrub and
grass covered with a tarpaulin, cooked and ate their rice and went to

sleep. Then from the jungle there emerged in Indian file sixteen or

eighteen men, all stark naked and oiled. They had a long rope and

baskets. They let themselves down into the boat and while some filled

the baskets with salt others drew up the baskets by the rope. The salt

was carried basket by basket to a boat hidden in a smaller creek close

by and when it was full they got in and shoved off. They were afraid to

row lest the noise should attract attention. So they softly and silently

poled out of the creek. By this time it was just daybreak and as they

turned out of the creek into the river they came full into the police

patrol boat which happened to be coming that way. The constables at

once smelt a rat and, boarding the boat, saw that it was full of salt and

tried to seize the offenders. They, however, slipped through their hands

owing to their bodies being oiled, and flinging themselves into the water

swam ashore and disappeared into the jungle where it was useless to

pursue them.

The reason for all this smuggling is that there is a heavy tax ofRs 3-4

a maund (in English weights, approximately £% a ton). This has to be

paid by the contraaor before he can get delivery of his salt from the

Gola. The salt is then issued to him under a pass in which all sorts of

particulars are entered, name, father’s name, caste and residence of

everyone concerned, name of Arang at which the salt was made, where

it is now to be sent to and so on and so on. The contractor sells it to

wholesale vendors, who (also under a pass) sell'it again to retail deklers,

and they (also under a pass) to their customers the public. From the

moment that the salt crystallizes in the pan to the time when it passes

into the possession of the consumer it is gliarded and protected by

passes, espionage, supervision, official interference and legal penalties.

The Collcaor’s life is made a burden to him by the ceaseless vigilance

necessary to protea the Government revenue. The price of salt is un-

duly raised thereby and the vfllagers living on the edge of the saliferous

traa are harassed by incessant police visits. Qose to them lies the broad,

flat salt plain; they have only to dig up a little of the briny earth, boil it

in salt water out of the nearest creek, and they can obtain a plentiful

supply of this necessary of life. But if they do this they arc liable to fine

and imprisonment. The police, who arc practically powerless against

professional smugglers, used to display great keenness and energy in
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arresting some poor helpless widow whom they caught boiling a little

brine in an earthen pot to make salt to eat with her rice. They dragged

the wretched, frightened creature fifty or sixty miles into Balasore, and

brought her before the Magistrate who was reluctantly compelled to

fine her. The Board made matters worse by giving rewards to any

policeman who discovered and arrested anyone having in his possession

or making 'illicit salt’. But the way the thing was worked seemed to

me and all the other Magistrates so absurd and oppressive that I first

refused to inflict any fines in such cases and next refused to give the

police any reward for ‘detecting* them. Of course there was a great

outcry, and I was angrily called on by the Board to say what I meant by

such conduct. This gave me the opportunity I had been longing for. A
lengthy correspondence ensued, and the matter ended by the Govern-

ment conceding to the inhabitants of the saliferous tract and its neigh-

bourhood permission to make small quantities of salt for their own use,

but not for sale. This put a stop to the petty acts of oppression which

fell so heavily, petty though they might seem to us, on the poorer classes

of the rural population.

Very heavily oppressed they were, and it is wonderful how they con-

trived to exist at all under the numerous exactions to which they were

subjected at the hands of their own countrymen. We did our best to

protect them, but a mere handful of foreigners in so large a country

cannot even hear ofmany ofthe things that are done behind their backs.

The people are afraid to complain, knowing that if compelled by the

English Magistrate to compensate their victims, the powerful oppres-

sors will be able to find many opportunities for revenging themsdves.

It is only by accident that we find out many abuses, and it is necessary

to practise the greatest caution in remedying them lest we should do

more harm than good by our well-meant interference. Such a case oc-

curred about this time, and caused much excitement. It was known as

the ‘Illegal Cess Agitation’.

One day my Assistant, Fiddian, in charge of the Bhadrakh sub-divi-

sion which comprised the whole southern side ofthe district, was out in

camp on one of his usual tours ofinspection. In a very remote corner of

the district, where the people understood little or nothing about the

principles of British administration, a ryot came up to him as he was

riding alone through the fields and asked him, Ts it ordered that we are

to pay tikkusY

‘V(%at do you mean by tikkusY asked Fiddian.

‘Many things,’ replied the ryot. ‘Our zemindar makes us pay what

he calls tikkus^ he says he has to pay it to the Sirkir, and we are to pay
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it to him, one rupee each house; then there is “tir”, one rupee, also

“mihigan”, one or two or even three rupees each whenever he has a son
or a daughter married, or wants to give a feast to Brahmans on some
religious festival day, or wants to go on pilgrimage to Jagannath, or to

repair his house, or many other things.’

‘No,’ said Fiddian, ‘you have to pay your rent and nothing else.’ The
man went away, apparently well pleased.

But this set him thinking, and he made elaborate inquiries from

which he found out that the zemindars were in the habit of levying

contributions from all their ryots on all sorts of pretexts. ‘Tikkus’ was

their pronimciation of the En 'Ush word ‘tax’. The zemindars had to

pay the newly introduced and extremely unpopular income tax, and

recouped themselves and more than recouped themselves by levying a

rupee per house from all their tenants.

When the telegraph line was set up all along the Trunk Road,

although the zemindars had not to pay anything towards its construc-

tion, they pretended that they had, and made a levy from all their tenants.

This was the ‘t^lr’, the telegraph being known as "tki bijli* or ‘lightning

wire’. Many other things were made occasions for raising contributions,

so that the wretched ryots were ground down to the dust and lived in

the direst poverty. I took the matter up earnestly and made inquiries

from which it appeared that the practice of le\7ing these illegal cesses

was common all over the District. I reported the matter to Ravenshaw,

the Commissioner, and he caused inquiries to be made in Cuttack and

Puri, from which it came to light that the same practices were in vogue

there also. He then reported it to Government. Meanwhile the news

that the Hidums had declared the ‘tikkus’ to be illegal spread all over

the country and up into Bengal where it caused great commotion. In

some districts it gave rise to rioting.

Various schemes were proposed for putting a stop to this, none of

which were very effective. The Lieutenant-Governor then proposed

legislation, and prepared a draft of a law declaring the practices illegal

and laying down punishments for such offences. This was, however,

stopped by the Government of India on the advice of Sir Richard

Temple, then a member of Council, who knew absolutely nothing

whatever about the matter or about Bengal, but who, as he afterwards

told me, chose to consider it as a mere petty local agitation which it was

not wise to encourage.

This was a great Asappointment to us, but we did not give up the

game. Seeing that the Government would not help us, we determined

to help ourselves. We knew that the Government of Bengal was on our
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side though the far-off, ignorant ^India Government’, as it is called,

would not help us. So Fiddian and I commenced a series of tours into

all parts of the District, in the course ofwhich we assembled the ryots

of each estate together with the zemindar himself, or if he were an

absentee, his agent, found out by questioning the people and examining

the zemindar’s books what exactions he was in the habit of making, and

explained to the people which of them was illegal. In this way we suc-

ceeded in opening their eyes, and stirring them up to resist illegal de-

mands. For a time there was much confusion, underhand attempts at

extortion by the zemindars, forcibly resisted by the peasants, in a few

cases rioting and broken heads. But by degrees the strife ceased; most of

the zemindars gave up their exactions finding they could not enforce

them, and though with so timid a peasantry, so masterful a proprietary

body, and so wily a crowd of agents, we could never be sure that extor-

tions were not practised, we soon had abundant proof that they had

everywhere very much diminished, and in most places entirely ceased.

The result was, on the whole, considerable increase of material pros-

perity and comfort for the peasantry and a knowledge of their rights

which would render a return to the old state of grinding extortion im-

practicable in the future. Had we been properly supported, the move-

ment would have grown into a great revolution which would have been

fruitful of unspeakable good for the down-trodden agricultural popu-

lation. However, we did what we could and for the results we were

thankful.

It was a great surprise to us all in the cold weather of 1871-2 to

be informed that the Viceroy, Lord Mayo, was going to visit our

neglected and benighted province. No Viceroy had ever visited Orissa

since the establishment of British rule in India. Great were the prepar-

ations for his reception, and great were the stirrings of heart among
the *Kings of the Amorites that dwell in the hills’, as we used to call the

great host of semi-independent Rajas who ruled each his little territory

in the hill-country. Mayurbhanj, Keonjhar, Dhenkanal and the rest

of the Maharajas far away in their hill-fortresses deep in the western

jungles got out their ^barbaric pearl and gold’, and startedVith long

trains of nondescript retainers in strange costumes, from complete

suits of rusty armour, coats of mail, helmets of brass and cloaks oftiger-

skin to a simple girdle of leaves round the loins. They made pompous
public entries into Cuttack, their long processions headed by discordant

music of horn an(fdnun, and each vied with the other in the number
of his retainers and the splendour of his own costume. In Cuttack it-

self Durbar tents, fireworks, illuminations, decorations and loyal ad-
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dresses were being got ready. Fiddian and I arrived with our contin-

gents in due course and began at once to co-operate actively with Mac-
pherson, the Colleaor of Cuttack, in carrying out the arrangements.

Suddenly a telegram arrived with the news that Lord Mayo had been
stabbed by a convict when visiting Mount Harriet, one of the convict

stations of the Andaman Islands, and was dead!

Ravenshaw, the Commissioner, with a large party of distinguished

officials had gone down to False Point, the harbour of Orissa—the only

one in those days—^to receive the Viceroy. When it was signalled that the

Viceroy’s steamer was in sight- the Commissioner steamed out to meet

it. As it came nearer something strange in the appearance of the vessel

attracted their attention, and through their glasses they made out the

ensign half-mast high! On coming alongside they found that it was the

companion steamer with some of the staff on board, the Viceroy’s own
steamer with his body and Lady Mayo had gone on to Calcutta. They

then heard the sad news and were requested to hurry back to Cuttack

and telegraph to Calcutta, so that the news might arrive before the

steamer, which they did. All our grand preparations were stopped, the

Kings returned to their hills and the great assemblage broke up amidst

general griefand indignation. The assassin was an Afghan—of course

—

who had been sentenced to transportation for life for murder, as he

thought unjustly, and had taken this opportunity of revenging himself.

Lord Mayo was universally regretted. He was a tall, stately man of the

most genial and affable manner, personally extremely popular, and

officially an active, keen-witted, energetic ruler. It is needless to write

more about this melancholy event; are not these things written in the

chronicles of British India?

After this we settled down quietly in our sleepy hollow of Balasore

and resumed the even tenor of our way. On the 13th October 1872 was

bom our fourth daughter and seventh child, Gertrude. The child was

sickly at first and caused us much anxiety but eventually, owing to the

care of her nurse, a strange old Irishwoman named Doran (she was

widely known as ‘Mother D.’), she grew up healthy and extremely pretty.

This year I wrote a Manual of the District of Balasore, its history,

geography, land tenures, castes, industries and all sorts of other things.

It cost me much time and labour, but for reasons which I shall mention

hereafter it was never published. There was, however, published in this

year the first volume ofmy Comparative Grammar of the Modem Aryan

Ijctnguages of India, ‘^It was published by Triibner, and immediately

up by Oriental philologists both in England and on the Continent.

It was very fiivourably reviewed in English and German papers and
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adopted as a textbook in many universities. It won me considerable

reputetion and fame.

I also contributed articles regularly to the Indian Observer, Indian

Antiquary and Journal of the Bengal Asiatic Society. Balasore was such

a dull little place, and the few European officers there so stupid and

uninteresting, that I was forced to keep myself constantly occupied at

one thing or another to prevent myself from perishing from ennui.

Long rides with my dear wife every morning, visits to the sea with

boating and fishing, and reading such books as we could get were my
chiefamusements. My wife had her nursery and her garden, which was

very lovely till the cyclone of this year swept it all away. She was a

notable grower of roses and her garden was very much admired by our

occasional visitors. Officials of various sorts passed through Balasore

from time to time and enlivened our existence a little.

It came to an end very suddenly and unexpectedly by my being

appointed in August 1873 to officiate as Commissioner of Orissa for

three months while Ravenshaw went on leave. I visited Balasore once

or twice afterwards, but our four years’ residence there came to an end

and we were very glad of it.
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CHAPTER XVII

Cuttack, 1873

On arriving in Cuttack on the 12th August 1873 I took charge of the

office of Commissioner of the Orissa Division. This includes the three

districts of Balasore, Cuttack and Puri which are under dirca British

rule, and seventeen petty Tributary States each ruled by its own Raja
under the general supervision of the Commissioner, who is also entided

Superintendent of the Tributary States. These States all lie in the

tangled mass of hills, densely covered for the most part with virgin

forests, to the west of the setded districts.

Ravenshaw had taken three months* ‘privilege* leave, as it is called,

and in order not to lose a single day he refused to sign the papers making
over charge to me till he was just about to go on board the steamer. This

necessitated my going down to False Point with him and his wife on
board one of the small Government steamers, and staying there twenty-

four hours while waiting for the British India Company’s steamer from
Calcutta, which touched at False Point on her way to Madras, whither

Ravenshaw was bound. We had a merry time, as there was a large

party at False Point waiting for the steamer. At last the steamer from

Calcutta made its appearance, Ravenshaw departed and I was able to

start for Cuttack. My absence had been very inconvenient, not only

because work was accumulating there, but because our youngest child

Gertrude had been taken ill on the journey from Balasore, and I had

been obliged to leave my wife alone and in great anxiety about the child.

So as soon as I was free to return I started in the steam launch with

two other men who had also to get back to their work. We pushed on as

fast as the little vessel could carry us, and reached Cuttack early the next

morning. As we approached the landing place we saw old Wright, the

Sub-Judge, pacing up and down in an agitated manner with a very

white face. My heart sank, for I feared bad news about the baby. Bad

news it was, but of a different kind. As soon as we got within hearing,

he called out to us, ‘Irvine is dead.* Irvine was the Collector, and we
had left him apparently in robust health three days before.

Ever since the terrible Orissa famine in 1866, the work of the large

and heavily-worked Cuttack CoUectorate had fallen into confusion and

ixnmense arrears of business had accumulated, which successive Col-

lectors had toiled in vain to clear off. About a 3rear before this time
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Irvine had been appointed Collector, a clever young Irishman, but

utterly unmethodical. He made matters worse by a groundless sus-

picion of all his native subordinates, which led him to try and do him-

self much work which they were quite competent to do, and for which

he had not time. Thus the arrears accumulated worse than ever. Not

content with working every day from ten to six in his ot&ce, he used to

take home with him at night quantities of papers and would sit up till

two or three o’clock in the morning working at them. On the day ofmy
arrival in Cuttack, as I was driving to Ravenshaw’s house with him,

we met Irvine returning from office in a mail-phaeton, the back part of

which was crammed full of large bags. These he said contained papers

at which he was going to work after dinner. The result of this excessive

overwork on the health of a stout, full-blooded man who required a

great deal of exercise to keep him well, was fatal. One night when he had

sat over his papers till nearly daybreak, he went to take a bath prepara-

tory to snatching a few hours’ sleep. In his bath he had an apoplectic

stroke and was taken up senseless and died in a few hours after, never

having recovered consciousness.

I thus found everything in confusion. I had my own work as Com-
missioner to learn, and the indescribable muddle in the Cuttack Col-

lectorate on top of it. J. F. Stevens, the Joint Magistrate, though clever,

was young and inexperienced and naturally very nervous at the great

and novel responsibility thrown on him, for in the event of the Collec-

tor’s death all the work of the district devolved on the Joint Magistrate,

as the second in command. 1 had not been home an hour before he

drove up, white and trembling, with a large quantity of poor Irvine’s

large bags full of papers in his dog-cart. All the previous day the Judge,

whose duty it was to take charge of the property of deceased Europ>eans,

had been sending him bags of papers which he had found in Irvine’s

house, littering all the rooms and thrown about in the wildest con-

fusion. Stevens’s only idea was to carry out a suggestion of Irvine’s and

set officers to work to sort, arrange and catalogue all these papers with

a view to their being subsequently disposed of. But this seemed to me
to be useless labour. The first thing to be done was to arrange for the

charge of the distria. It was essential to lose no time. I therefore tele-

graphed to the Government requesting that Stevens mi^t at once be

appointed to officiate as Collector. In a letter to Sir George Campbell I

pointed out that much time would be lost by sending another officer

from a distance. Stevens was rather afraid of undertaking so heavy a

charge, though the promotion was great and unexpeaed, but on my
promising to help him, he consented. His appointment came the same
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day by telegram, and the next morning he came to me early with his

cargo of big bags but with a cheerful face. The bags were brought into

my study and he then proceeded to unfold his notable scheme of having

them catalogued and arranged.

*But,’ said I, ‘why this unnecessary labour? In the time it would take

to make these long lists, the letters themselves could be answered.* He
stared at me with lack-lustre eyes. ‘How?’ said he. ‘Empty your bags

on that table,’ said I, ‘and I will show you how.’ The bags were emptied

on to a large dining-table and as Graves, a very smart young police-

officer, came in at the moment I pressed him also into the work. I

seated them both before me, pencils in their hands. The first paper I

opened required no answer. ‘Write “file” on it,’ and they wrote and

Stevens put his initials. The effect ofthis order was that the pap>er would

be placed by a clerk in the file to which it referred. As each letter or

paper was opened, I read it, threw it to one or other of them, and

dictated an order which they wrote. In this way we worked for some

three hours, by which time quite half of the formidable mass had been

disposed of. All Stevens had to do was to hand the papers to his Head
Qerk who, in a few hours, having got orders on them, would be able to

do what was required. So Stevens went away happy. Every day for some

time I used to go for some hours to his office and work with him, and

then go on to my own office and spend the rest of the day at my own
work. Stevens, being a man of great clearness of mind and quick per-

ception, soon learnt how to do the work and was able to dispense with

my assistance. Being both Commissioner and Colleaor at the same

time was rather hard work and I was not sorry when it was over.

But I had discovered one thing. The immense accumulation of

arrears of work was due not merely to the disorder caused by the

famine, nor to the unmethodical habits of the two last CoUeaors. It was

due in a great degree to the slowness and dishonesty of the native

ministerial staff. It would be impossible without going into technical

details, which would not be intelligible to those who have not served in

the Indian Civil Service, to explain the exact way in which these men
act, and had acted in this case. The heads of the various departments

were old men deeply rooted in old-fashioned ways and grooves, each

of them had an army of dependants and filled all vacant posts with his

relations. They all with one accord strenuously resisted improvements

and changes of all sort^ and where they were unable to prevent their

introductibn,'laboured hard and successfully to render them inoperative

when introduced. A strong hand, an inflexible will, and rigid method

and punctuality were required to restore order to this large and
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important distria. As soon, therefore, as I had setmy own work as Com-
missioner in order, and had allowed Stevens time to dear off his arrears,

I held my offidal inspection of the Cuttack Collectorate. I made it as

dose and searching as I knew how, with the result that I discovered

countless abuses, a total want of S3rstem, and an organized confederacy

among the native officials to resist all change or improvement. In order

to break the neck of the opposition I resolved on drastic measures, dis-

missed the heads of all the departments or compelled them to retire

on pension, iilling their places with younger men of more advanced

views, some ofwhom I brought from my old district of Balasore. When
Ravenshaw returned from leave after three months’ absence, he found

all the principal officials of Cuttack changed, all the work reorganized

and absolutely no arrears ! He rubbed his eyes with astonishment and

was not at all pleased!

But throughout the business I had been in correspondence with Sir

George and had obtained his approval to every step I had taken. Such

a thorough reformation of a sleepy, neglected, mismanaged office was

quite to his taste. He also fully approved ofmy introducing new blood

into the office, and showed his approval by appointing me Collector of

the Cuttack distria and promoting me to the first grade of Colleaors at

a salary of Rs 2,250 a month.

During my short tenure of the Commissioner’s office nothing very

important occurred, and in November, on Ravenshaw’s return, I took

up my duties as Colleaor of Cuttack. We took a beautiful but rather

uncomfortable house at Chauliaganj, a suburb of Cuttack, a broad,

open plain near the river with a race-course, a canal, and a row of

handsome houses in large compounds. It was the healthiest part of the

station, though it had the inconvenience of lying rather a long way from

the rest of the station and the Government offices. I had a drive of

three miles to my cutcherry. Here we lived for four years, perhaps on

the whole the busiest, brightest and happiest period of my service in

India. Not only was the sphere of my activity much enlarged, but the

station in which we lived was a big one. There was a regiment of

Madras Infantry with six or seven officers and their wives, about a

dozen engineers of the Public Works Department, six or seven Mem-
bers of the Civil Service, besides missionaries and merchants and men
in other departments. Numerous officers stationed in outlying parts of

the province were constantly coming in on business or pleasure, so

that on special occasions we could assemble over a hundred Europeans

ofboth sexes, a large number for an Indian station. Nor were they only

numerous; they were, for the most part, cheerful, gay and sociable folk.

220



CUTTACK, 1873

Cut off as Cuttack was to a great extent from the rest of the world by
defective means of communication, its residents had to rely on them-
selves and their neighbours for help, society and amusement. Sir

William Grey, the Lieutenant-Governor, used to say that he could not

get men to go to Cuttack, but once they had got there he could not get

them to come away from it. Men did not like going there because it

was so out of the way, but when they once got there they found it so

pleasant they wished to stay.

Thomas Edward Ravenshaw, the Commissioner, was a little king in

Orissa. He had his salute of eleven guns, his guards and elephants, and

on state occasions appeared in uniform of dark blue covered with gold

lace and embroidery, cocked hat and feather, and sword. He was a kindly,

patriarchal sort of old man, grey-headed and stout and quite free from

any official stiffness or haughtiness. I had no great respect for his

abilities, nor had anyone else, but he had much experience and knew his

Orissa and his Oriyas thoroughly. They loved him as much as they are

capable of loving a European. His very slowness and muddling, hesi-

tating ways commended themselves to the sluggish Oriya mind. They
touched some answering string in their souls. He was one of those men,

a not uncommon type in India, who live for their work alone. He had

no literary tastes or cultivation, was as ill-informed about most things

as English public school boys of those days usually were, and except

for half an hour’s pottering in his garden and an occasional holiday at

his turning lathe, spent all his time sitting before a table covered with

official papers, with a cheroot in his mouth and a pen in his hand. But

he governed efficiently, if not brilliantly, a country somewhat larger

than Wales, was a first-rate shot, and a good judge of a horse—an

average, unpretentious English gentleman, in fact. My wife used to say

that I led him by the nose, and I certainly did stir him up to doing

many things which he would not have done of his own accord. But he

was very easily led by the orthodox Hindu faction, which was very

powerful in Orissa—ofwhom more anon.

This great dty of Cuttack, the capital ofa large and isolated province,

was a curious study. So many little worlds lived side by side, under-

standing each other very imperfectly, disliking each other often very

heartily, and yet all dwelling peaceably on the whole under the strong

hand of British law and order. Its situation was peculiar and, in many

respects, inconvenient. The Mahinadi, an immense river more than

two miles broad, issues from the hills and divides into two great streams,

which in their turn divide lower down into several others, so that all

this part of Central Orissa is, in fact, the delta of the Mahanadi, a
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triangle, each of whose sides is about a hundred miles in length. At the

apex of this triangle, which points to the west, lies the city. The site

was in fact chosen for purposes of defence by the King of Orissa in the

sixteenth century when his country was invaded by the Mahommedans.
He left his former capital Chaudwir (Chaudwir == four gates), the ruins

of which are still visible on the northern bank of the river, and pitched

his ‘camp’ (in Sanskrit and Oriya, Kataka) between the two sheltering

arms of the mighty river. Here he built a great fortress called Bdrobikti

which still stands, though in ruins, and the rest ofthe apex was occupied

by the houses ofthe townspeople.

The Marathas built a massive revetment, or wall of huge stones all

round the two sides of the triangle which face the two rivers, and this

lofty, reddish-grey wall with its bastions and ghats gives to the city,

when seen from the south, the appearance of a fortified place. Of the

two arms of the river, that which flows on the south of the city is called

the Kitjori. It is now dammed at its entrance by an ‘anicut’. This is a

strong wall of stone built right across the river, pounding up the water

above it into an extensive lake, while the river-bed below is left a dry

expanse ofgleaming sand with a feeble thread ofwater trickling through

it. In the rains, however, the river tops the dam and plunges in an enor-

mous torrent through the bed below. The extent of its rise and the

volume of the water may be judged from the fact that, while in the dry

season the walls of the Maratha revetment tower sixty feet above the

sand which stretches for more than a mile in width at its foot, in the

rains the water laps the coping ofthe wall and covers the whole expanse

of sand. Once or twice in recent times, in extraordinarily high floods,

the water has even risen above the top of the wall and has only been

prevented from bursting into the town below by the most strenuous

exertions on the part of the engineers. A vast, turbid mass of water

pours down the K^tjori, bearing along whole forest trees torn from the

banks higher up, which the townspeople amuse themselves by catching

with an ingenious but simple contrivance. Two sticks, each a few inches

long, are tied strongly in the shape of a cross, to which is fastened a coil

of thin but very strong cord. They stand on the bank and hurl the

cross, which flies through the air, unwinding the coil as it flies and,

alighting on the floating tree, is entangled in its branches. Three or four

men then haul on the cord, and so gradually pull the tree to shore, where

it is cut up and sold for firewood. In this way the poorer townsfolk

make a good deal of profit from the floods.

On the highest point of the revetment stands the Lai Bagh, the Com-
missioner’s residence, a large and stately building in a park-like com-
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pound in which, in our dme, a herd of spotted deer used to roam. A
long avenue of tall trees with dense foliage (a species of Uvaria) led to

the entrance gates, bcj^ond whidi lay the native dty.

The Collector’s office (cutcherry) stood on the same revetment as

the Lai Bagh, a little lower down. In its spacious, park-like grounds
were numerous other public offices, including the College. The native

city possessed no ancient or remarkable buildings. It was a large, busy
place with many shops and some handsome streets, a market-place and
a few old temples. To the north of it lay the lines of the Madras
Regiment, a very wide, open plain used as a parade ground; lines of

broad roads bordered by the houses of Europeans, a church, a Roman
Catholic chapel, a Baptist chapel and finally the still imposing ruins of

the old Fort of BiUrobilti, within whose enclosure was the station club,

a racquet court and other buildings. The whole inhabited space be-

tween the two rivers was about five miles long by two broad, and for a

long distance down-stream to the south-east were struggling suburbs

—

Jobra with its extensive workshops, Chauliaganj with a race-course and

a row of pleasant, spacious villas in large compounds, in one ofwhich we
lived for four years.

It seems unnecessary to enter into a detailed account of the work I

had to do in Cuttack. It did not very much differ from what has already

been described in previous distrias, though it was heavier and more

varied. In faa the great charm of the work of Civil officers in India

is its variety. One has no fear of getting wearied by a monotonous rou-

tine, or by perpetually hammering away at one unchanging task. In the

course of one day’s work one has a dozen or more different things to

do, each presenting some new feature of interest, so that if one goes to

bed very tired at night, it is not the depressing weariness of sameness

or drudgery, but the healthy fatigue of keeping mind and body on the

stretch widi a multitude of ever-varying calls on one’s attention, and

the joy (than which I know no greater—and which I sigh for now in

my unemployed old age) of feeling that one is working and ruling and

making oneself useful in God’s world. A brief outline of an ordinary

day’s work may be given once for all. We got up at five or thereabouts,

drank a cup of tea while our horses were being brought, and went for a

ride. If I had official work to do, I went alone, but mostly my wife and

I went together. On our ride we met friends and rode with them, or

stopped to talk and rode on. Returning about six-thirty we had our regu-

lar chota haziri in the veranda; our little girls, who had been for a ride

on their ponies, played around us. Then we went round our beautiful

garden and gave orders, or showed our roses and other plants to friends
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who dropped in. About seven the post came in and we read the paper>

the Englishman—^the leading journal in Bengal in those days—^looked

at our letters, discussed any matters requiring arrangement, and by

eight I was settled in my study for two hours’ work at my big book, my
Comparative Grammar. At ten, bath and breakfast and off to cutcherry in

my brougham, a drive of three miles, during which I read official

letters or thought over the day’s business. On reaching office about

eleven, the first thing was to take the Faujdari or Magistrate’s work. The
public crowded into my large court-room and presented many petitions,

each of which was read to me by a clerk and orders passed thereon.

Most of them were plaints in criminal cases, which were made over to

the various subordinate Magistrates for disposal. Then came the great

police charge-book, in which were entered all the criminal cases sent up

that day from the various police stations in the district—^murders,

robberies, burglaries, thefts and the like. Some of these cases I took

myself, but the greater part of them was made over to the Joint Magis-

trate and others. On this followed a large number of miscellaneous

petitions and reports about all sorts of things—ferries, cattle-pounds,

jail matters, recovery of fines and forfeitures, arrangement of records;

also punishments, rewards and promotions of officials and other mat-

ters. By the time all these things were disposed of it would be about

twelve-thirty, and if I had no criminal cases to try—and I could but

seldom find time to try any—^the Magisterial officials were sent away to

issue the orders I had passed and carry out those which it fell to them

to do. Now followed interviews with the Head Clerks of each depart-

ment—^Magistrate’s Office, Excise, Stamps, Treasury, Customs, Salt,

Road Cess, Municipal, Education, Registration, Land Revenue. Each

man brought those papers on which orders were required, took his

orders and departed. Of course, the whole of them did not come every

day, but only those who had something to report, or something which

required orders. When they had gone I wrote replies to letters from the

Conmiissioner, Board and other officials, and was usually a good deal

hindered and interrupted by Deputy Collectors and other officers

coming in to speak to me about this or that. Generally, however, by

two o’clock the correspondence was finished. Whether it was or not,

at two we had tiffin—and we wanted it. At this meal, served in a quiet

room at the end of the terrace overlooking the broad river and the

blue hills beyond, the Joint Magistrate, Stevens, and the District Super-

intendent of police joined me, and while we ate we talked shop and got

through a good deal of business. At half past two I returned to my
office and finished any correspondence that remained. At three the Col-
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lectoratc oflBccrs came with a pile of reports and other business, some-
times with a case to try. A little before four I called for petitions on the

G>llectorate side; these were not so numerous as those on the Magis-
terial side, and while hearing them and passing orders on them, I was
busy signing all the orders and letters I had issued during the day. By
four o’clock the work was done and I went home. It was, of course, only

by the utmost punctuality and strictness that so much work could be

got through, but each derk and offidal knew exactly what he had to do
and at what hour he was to come to me for orders and reports. When
once you establish a ‘dasthr’ (a custom or fixed routine) with natives

they are all right, there is nothing they love so much as dastfir; they

make themselves into machines and work admirably. There were never

any arrearsm the Cuttack office during the four years ofmy incumbency,

and this was due not to any superior merit or cleverness on my part

but simply to the introduction ofa regular routine of work.

When I got home I had a cup of tea, and then received any native

Rajas or other gentlemen. This was a tedious and tiresome business,

but before six I had generally got rid of them and drove with my wife.

We had a pretty Victoria and pair of grey Arabs. Our drive generally

ended at the club in the Fort, where we met nearly everyone in the

station, both men and women. Here there were sports of many kinds;

some played lawn-tennis, others billiards or whist, others—^mostly

the chiefs—sat in the veranda round old Ravenshaw and talked—a good

deal of ‘shop’ I fear—^but many other things besides. About seven-

thirty we drove home to dinner and were generally in bed and asleep

soon after nine.

Then we had mornings at Jobra. Jobra was a suburb of Cunack, a

green, woody little village on the bank of the great river Mahabadi.

Just above it the river was dammed by an anicut, a mighty wall of

stone more than a mile in length, and at one end of it stood the great

range of Canal workshops, under the management of George Faulkner.

Faulkner was a man of a type perhaps little known in England, but far

from uncommon in India; the Englishman to whom India has become

a second mother-country, and who would be unhappy and totally mis-

understood and out of place in England. Thoroughly English in man-

ners and feelings, so much so that though he had been forty years in

India he could not speak a dozen words of any Indian language, he

had no wish to return to his native land, and though he spoke of it with

pride and affection he preferred India as a place to live in.

A native of Manchester, bred up as a mechanical engineer in one of

the big engineering works in Lancashire, he had come out to India at
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the age of twenty or thereabouts in the service of the Irrigation Com-
pany.^ This company^ formed for the purpose of making canals5 had

constructed several on the Godavery river in the Madras presidency,

and had then extended its operations to Orissa where it had constructed

three canals, of which I shall have much to say hereafter. Eventually

the Company was dissolved and its works, plant and employees taken

over by Government. Thus Faulkner and a number of others became

Government servants.

In person he was a tall, stout, powerfully-built man with a ruddy

face, a huge shock of flaxen hair turning white, and an immense white

beard which hung down over his broad chest and floated all round his

face. He looked like an old lion, a grand, jovial, coarse, hard-drinking

old Viking, full of songs and jokes and highly improper stories. Utterly

reckless and wild about money matters, always in debt, always full of

wild schemes, and yet this rough old creature had the most exquisitely

delicate taste as a designer, and the greatest skill and fineness of touch

as an artisan. He painted, he carved, he moulded; he designed build-

ings, boats, bridges; he grew the most beautiful flowers, planned and

laid out the most lovely gardens, and could use a chisel or any other

tool as well as his best workman. He had four stalwart sons, three of

whom were engineers and the fourth a doctor, all of them artists and

skilful men with their hands. And the strange thing was that all these

big, coarse, athletic men, father as well as sons, were fond of reading,

read extensively and remembered what they read; had a fine taste in

literature, loved their Ruskin and could quote and argue and talk

admirably. The boys had, of course, been born in Madras and sent

home to be educated. There were also three handsome daughters who
had been educated partly in England, partly in Paris, and were very

accomplished, speaking French in particular with a pure Parisian

accent and playing and singing well. They were, in fact, a very interest-

ing family and we became great friends with them all. Old Mrs Faulk-

ner, the wife of the Viking, was as such men’s wives generally are for

some reason, a small, delicate, feeble-looking woman, very much better

bred than her husband; but feeble as she looked, she had much deter-

mination and courage in her frail little body, and it was by her prin-

cipally that their brilliant, reckless, rollicking family was kept going.

She slaved for them and got them out of their scrapes and was always

^ On second thoughts I am not sure of this. I think he came out to Madras
in some other employ and joined the Irrigation Company later. But his yams
and reminiscences were, as usual with such men, apt to be a little con^sed,

especially after dinner.
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cheerful and helpful though she confessed to my wife that they were a
sore burden to her.

Jobra was Faulkner’s glory and the despair of the Public Works
Department. Both by nature and by his irregular training Faulkner
was quite incapable of red-tape or of following a decorous official

routine. He was perpetually harrowing the souls of his official superiors

and the Heads of the Department in Calcutta by doing the most un-
heard of and irregular things. He ruled Jobra in a way of his own, and
could by no means be brought to understand or follow the official

way of doing things. But he was tolerated because they could not well

do without him. Among other things he was a most ingenious inventor,

and if ever in the extensive and complicated canal works that were

going on all over Cuttack district any hitch occurred, Faulkner was safe

to invent some machine or device which solved the difficulty. His

shutters for the sluices, his valves, screws, self-acting locks and other

contrivances would have made the fortune of anyone else. He had a

large number of Telugu artisans who had followed him from the

Godavery. There were both men and women; the former were car-

penters, smiths and the like, while the latter worked as coolies. Among
these people, foreigners in Orissa crowded together in a small settle-

ment near the workshops, there was at first much promiscuous inter-

course and the chaplain complained to Faulkner, as a certain number

of them were native Christians. So Faulkner assembled them all,

Christians and heathens alike, and told them that he was not going to

have any immorality in his works, and to stop it he ordered each man to

select one woman as his wife. This being done he had the names entered

in a book, made them a curious address in which scraps of the Church of

England marriage service were mixed up, and then, to clench the matter,

made each man pay one rupee. Then he solemnly informed them that

they were all married! Of course they did not understand much ofwhat

he said as he spoke in English, and did not wait to have it all translated

to them. But the ceremony and especially the payments were clear

enough to them. It was indeed suggested to Faulkner that some,

probably most, of them were married already, but he said that didn’t

matter. He gave them all a big feast, and spent the money they had paid

in relieving widows and orphans among them. This strange plan

answered admirably. Each man henceforth kept strictly to his so-called

wife, and new-comers were made to come before Faulkner to be solemnly

married and have their names entered in the big book. Immorahty

ceased and the litde settlement became peaceful and orderly. Ifany man

went away, he divorced his wife by the simple process ofhaving his name
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scratched out of the book, and she was promptly married to someone

else. A school was established for the children who were taken on to the

works when old enough.

A morning’s stroll through the long lines of workshops at Jobra was

very interesting. The great Nasmyth’s steamhammer would be made to

beat a huge mass of red-hot iron, or crack a nut, other machines shaved

iron like so much soap, or sawed big logs into planks in a few seconds.

Then Faulkner would make the most beautiful ivory and ebony croquet

mallets for the ladies, or exhibit his portfolios of lovely designs, his

fretwork brackets and screens, stained-glass windows, designs in plaster

or stone, a bewildering variety ofbeautiful things. He made for my wife

two lovely screens of teak wood, perforated, which he had designed

himself; I have them still. Many other things the old man made for us

all, and he was always ready to put to rights anything in the way of

machinery that went wrong in our houses. It used to be said with

truth, ‘Give old Faulkner a cheroot and a whisky peg^ and there is

nothing he cannot do.’ Among other peculiarities of speech he totally

ignored the letter ‘h’: saying,
‘
’ead,’

‘
’and,’

‘
’igh,’

‘
’eavy,’

‘
’ot,* for

'head’, 'hand’, etc. He did not seem to be conscious of the omission.

Some people said it was a characteristic of the Lancashire dialect. In

other respects he spoke quite correct English.

^ Teg*. This is an expression universal in India. It means a big tumbler of
brandy or whisky and s^ water. It does not feem to be known in England.
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Cuttack, 1874

The year 1874 passed happily and busily. In the cold weather we had
many pleasant tours over new ground. The district is large and fertile

and very populous. We enjoyed particularly the fine scenery and the

spacious mango-groves where we pitched our tents. Under the influence

ofthe scenery and the new places I took to my old amusement of water-

colour painting again, stimulated also by other people in the station

who sketched. I also worked hard at my Comparative Grammar,^ In-

stigated moreover by the Civil Surgeon, Dr Stewart, an enthusiastic

botanist, I took to that delightful science. On a large, sandy tract of

land near one of the canals I laid out a public garden, which I stocked

with many beautiful plants obtained from the Botanic Gardens at

Calcutta. In it also I made a nursery of young trees which, when suffi-

ciently grown, were planted by the sides of the public roads. In this way

I made many avenues for miles along the roads. By this time—twenty-

six years later—^theymust have grown into fine, shady trees and are,

I hop)e, a blessing to the weary traveller.

The only incident of importance in this year was a famine in Bengal.

Rice being the chieffood of the Bengalis, there was great demand for it.

At first the Government imported the rice from Burmah, but the people

of Bengal for some reason did not like Burmese rice. To us Europeans

all rice seems much the same, but to the Bengalis, who live entirely on

it, great differences are perceptible in the various kinds. The Orissa

peasantry recognize about one hundred and twenty kinds, each of

which has its own name, and by much examination and comparison,

aided by elaborate explanations by my native assistants, I was able to

perceive many of the differences in size, shape, colour, and texture of

the husked^ rice. After the husk was removed, however, the difference

was less perceptible.

The province of Orissa produces an immense quantity of rice, in

fact it produces—or did in my time—nothing else, and the Cuttack and

Balasore merchants do a very large business in exporting rice, chiefly

^ I sent home the MS of the second volume in 1875.
* I should write ‘the rice in the husk* or ^imhusked*. *Husked* rice is a term

generally applied to the grain after the husk has been removed by pounding.

The unhusked rice is called ^paddy*.
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to Madras. Many French ships^ however, also come to False Point,

the chief port of Orissa, for rice which they take to Mauritius, Bourbon

and the adjacent islands for the use ofthe Indian coolies working on the

sugar plantations. I made some very amusing acquaintances among the

captains of these French ships
—

‘capitaines au long cours’ as they

wrote themselves. But to return to the famine. Some Bengali merchants

settled in Cuttack came to me and represented that the rice supplied to

the famine districts by the Government was not liked by the people, and

that there was a good opening for doing a trade in Orissa rice, which

was of the same kind as that grown in Bengal. I therefore telegraphed

to the Secretary to the Government and offered to send Orissa rice.

My offer was accepted and I immediately gave out contracts to various

firms for supplying rice. The amount tendered for was five lakhs of

maunds or, in English weight, about 18,300 tons. The merchants offered

to deliver the rice in Calcutta by their own vessels at a rate all included

oftwo and a half rupees a maund or, in English money, about £125,000.

The work began briskly; the merchants had begun to charter vessels

and Indeed had aaually chartered several, and vast masses of rice were

collected at the ports. Had they let us alone, in a month’s time it would

all have been safely delivered in Calcutta, but suddenly we were thrown

into confusion by an order from the Government that we were not to

ship the rice in private vessels, but were to wait for the steamers which

the Government would send. I protested energetically and so did many
of the contractors. We showed that this would involve heavy expense

to the Government, as the merchants had already contracted to deliver

the rice at their own cost. We knew also that the Government had not

many steamers at its disposal and that there would be much delay. Our
remonstrances, however, were unheeded. The rice lay for weeks on

the jetties at the ports. The rainy season came on, and a good deal of it

was damaged by wet before the slow process of carrying in three

small steamers an amount sufficient to fill six or seven could be carried

out. Owing to the delay and mismanagement of the Calcutta officials,

not only was much of the rice damaged, but the cost of the undertaking

eventually amounted to a total sum of Rs i>S23,373 as against

Rs 1,250,000, a loss of about £27,000.^

No one at the time could understand the reason of this action on the

part of Government. It was generally regarded as only one more in-

* Actual cost Rs1,523,373
Cost by my plan 1,250,000

Loss Rs273,373
Say £27,000
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stance of the reckless waste of public money in this famine by Sir

Richard Temple, by whom the famine campaign was then being con*

ducted. Some years afterwards, in 1881, 1 found out the secret. A man
who did not Imow that it was I who had conduaed the Orissa rice

contract, told me as a good joke how he, in partnership with some others,

chief ofwhom was a scoundrel called K (then an Assistant Secre-

tary to the Government), had secured a contract from the Government
for the supply of a large quantity of Burmah rice and how, before the

contract was signed, they had been alarmed by the news that someone
down in Orissa had offered to supply a very large quantity of rice at a

cheaper rate, and that the famine officer in Calcutta, Toynbee, having

serv^ for many years in Orissa was trying to favour the Orissa mer-

chants and induce Government to accept their offer. Then came the

news that Toynbee had succeeded, principally owing to the dislike of

Burmah rice by the Bengalis. K , my informant said, took advantage

of his position to suggest to Government that it would not be safe to

rely upon the Orissa contractors sending the rice in their own vessels,

as they would not be able to find vessels enough. He thus procured the

issue of the order which had so much amazed us, and had no difficulty

in taking care that the Government steamers were delayed till he and his

partners had brought^ their Burmah rice to Calcutta and disposed of

it to Government. Of course, if it had been known that K as a

Government official had any share in a private contract, he would have

been severely punished, but he took good care that this should not be

known. I received the thanks of the Government for my transaction of

what turned out to be a difficult and onerous business. Mr K
turned up again and mixed himself with my fortunes in a still more un-

pleasant manner some years later.

Now also Sir Richard Temple came into my life again, not to my ad-

vantage. I have told how he treated me at our first meeting in the Pan-

jab, and from this it may be understood that my memories of him were

not very agreeable. When the famine in Behar and Northern Bengal

broke out in this year the Viceroy, Lord Northbrook, sent Temple to

manage it. This was not only entirely unnecessary but was a grave slight

on Sir George Campbell, who was not only thoroughly capable ofdoing

all that was required, but had already, with characteristic energy, made

all the needful arrangements. But the terrible famine in Orissa in 1866,

with its excessive loss of life, was fresh in the memory of the Govern-

ment of India. In Orissa the loss of life had been principally due to the

great difficulty ofgetting food into the province, there being at that time

few roads—and those bad—and no safe ports. Much, however, was due
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to the supineness of the Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, Sir Cedi

Beadon, and the wrong-headedness ofMr R. B. Chapman, Member of

the Board of Revenue, both ofwhom underrated the necessities of the

case. Lord Northbrook seems to have thought that Sir George Camp-
bell was about to repeat this error in 1874, and Temple came down with

orders to spare no expense in importing grain to feed the people. He
carried out these orders to the letter, and beyond it. Though he had

absolutely no previous acquaintance with Bengal, and was quite in-

competent to form a judgment as to the quantity and nature of the

relief that was likely to be required, he set aside the opinions of Sir

George Campbell and the Collectors of the afflicted districts and fol-

lowed his own unaided judgment. In his usual theatrical way he rode

at the rate of fifty or sixty miles a day through the districts, forming, as

he said, an opinion on the condition of the people and the state ofthe

crops. What kind of opinion or what kind of observation could be

formed by riding at a gallop along a road, no one could make out. The
result was, however, that he would sit down at night after one of these

wild scampers and write a vainglorious minute, in which he stated that

he had that day fully examined such and such tracts, and had come to

the conclusion that so many thousand maunds of grain (generally from

three to four times as much as was really wanteS) would be required to

feed the people thereof. If any Collector were honest enough to object

that a much smaller quantity would suffice, and to support his view by

careful statistics collected by himself and assistants in a patient village

to village and house to house inquiry, he was contemptuously told that

he did not understand his business, and his name was put down in

Temple’s mental black book.

In disgust at this proceeding Campbell resigned, and Temple was

made Lieutenant-Governor in April 1874, and the reign of trumpet-

blowing (his own) began. The famine was relieved at the expense of

some millions of pounds, and for a long time afterwards the Collectors

were vainly endeavouring to dispose of the immense surplus quantities

of grain which had been sent to their districts in defiance of their pro-

tests, and which the people did not want and would not buy. Much of it

rotted away and was devoured by rats in the Government granaries.

Several merchants and planters, both European and native, made their

fortunes by taking contraas for the supply and carriage of this grain.

The newspapers were full of complaints of this waste, of ridicule and

satirical songs, but the great Temple abode in his accustomed halo of

beatific self-admiration.

Meanwhile I was busy with improvements in the town of Cuttack.
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The old market, a strange, ill-arranged mass of low, dark, stone vaults,

had Men into the hands of a dose corporation of Koyals, as they were
called. The word means 'weighers*, and their function, under the native

Governments, had been to weigh all grain brought to market. No sales

could take place unless the grain was weighed by these men, who levied

a small fee for the service and paid a fee to the native ruler for the

appointment. They acquired power by degrees, as in India such middle-

men always do, and presumed to regulate the market rates and prices

and in many ways interfere with business, tyrannize over the traders,

demand heavy payments on various pretexts and in many ways oppress

and defraud the people. When I proposed to rebuild their market they

objected and produced an ancient document granting them the pro-

prietary right in the building. It was impossible to say whether this

document was genuine or not (probably not,) but when I consulted the

law-officers, I was advised that there was no legal means of contesting

it, as through the carelessness offormer Colleaors the Koyals had been

allowed to remain in possession long enough to establish a prescriptive

right to the buildings, as well as to the exclusive exercise of their fime-

tions. This market was built against the outer side of the great wall

surrounding the park in which the Lai Bagh—the G)mmissioner*s resi-

dence—stood. Attached to this ancient wall, and daung from the six-

teenth century or earlier, there were several other half-ruined ancient

buildings, empty and disused; strange, tall, gloomy struaures of dark

red stone. I at first thought of making use of these for an opposition

market, but they were found to be too ruinous to be put into repair,

and inconveniently shaped and situated. So I had to search elsewhere,

and at length, at the eastern end of the town—the old market was at

the western end—I found a large, negleaed patch ofground grown over

with jungle which was said to have been the site of the Maratha Gover-

nor’s law-courts. It was the property of the Government, so I could do

what I liked with it. On clearing the jungle and digging up the soil the

workmen came upon six or seven beautifully carved capitals of pillars>

and by degrees unearthed the drums of the pillars themselves, together

with numerous finely carved fragments of sandstone and great quan-

tities of laterite blodcs, which had evidently been used for building.

With these materials I set to work and designed a handsome market,

which was built on this site. It was oflaterite, a lofty hall with chambers

for warehousing grain, and in front a long, wide portico supported by

the pillars above-mendooed which were duly pieced together. A little

on one side we found a deep, ancient tank Uned with laterite and adorned

with carvings ofgods, goddesses, men and animals. All this we restored,
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cleaned out the tank, rebuilt the ghflts or steps and made a very hand-

some place of it. I put up an inscription over the front of the market-

house and opened it as a public market free from all interference of the

Royals. In India one never remains long enough in ar^^ place to see the

fruits of one’s work. I do not know whether the new market was Suc-

cesssfiil or not. It began well and was doing well as long as I remained

in Cuttack.

Towards the close of the year we received information that the new
Lieutenant-Governor, Sir Richard Temple, was about to pay us a visit

of State, and great preparations were made for his reception. All the

Rajas of the Tributary States were summoned to meet him at Cuttack

as well as all the principal zemindars from all parts of Orissa. He came

to False Point in a Government steamer where Ravenshaw the Com-
missioner met him, and brought him and his suite up the canal in our

two steam-launches, the Pioneer and Olga. He was to land at Jobra, and

I arranged to have a handsome pavilion erected for the reception. Old

Faulkner and his son George undertook this work and performed it

with their usual skill and taste. With characteristic ingenuity they

constructed out of old posts, telegraph poles, odds and ends of old iron

and wood lying about the yards ofthe workshop, a graceful and spacious

pavilion roofed with tarpaulins and bits of sacking, old tent flies and

what not.

When finished it presented the appearance of a large hall with open

arches and a vaulted roof, the old posts and poles had been painted and

concealed by bright drapery and wreaths of foliage, the heterogeneous

substance of the roof was also hidden by sheets of white, red and blue

cloth festooned wi± wreaths of leaves and flowers. Long lines of

Chinese lanterns hung from end to end. The floor was covered with

scarlet cloth and rich carpets. Rows of chairs were set down both

sides and a broad pathway down the middle was fenced off by a light

railing. At one end some other steps went down to two large barges,

draped, wreathed and carpeted, where the landing was to take place.

At the other end a broad space was provided for the carriages, and be-

yond it the guard of honour from the Regiment. On both sides, both up

and down the river bank, were set tall Venetian masts with flags; the

masts were linked together by wreaths from which hung Chinese lan-

terns. As the arrival was to take place at night, it was considered advis-

able to light up the river bank as much as possible, so Faulkner placed

at intervals along the anicut small heaps of wood surrounding some

recondite chemical preparation known only to himself, which was to

bum with a peculiarly bright light. The salute caused us some difficulty.
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A lieutenant-Govemor is entitled to a salute of fifteen guns^ and thete
was not a gun in the place, except some old and useless cannon ^riiich

had been sent to Jobra to be broken up and made into useful things

such as hinges for lock-gates, but which were so honey-combed it

would have been dangerous to fire them. But we managed it beautifully.

We got some very large bamboos in lengths of four feet or so. These
were filled with gunpowder, rammed tight and tightly plugged. Then
they were lashed round with several layers of stout manilla and coir

cables, a touch-hole was bored in one end and a slow fuse stuck in.

Then the whole machine was half-buried in the sand of the river bank
and fastened down by strong pegs. Fifteen of these were placed in a

row a litde above the pavilion, not too near lest there should be a stam-

pede amongst the horses. A second similar battery was placed at Jagat-

pur, on the opposite side of the river where the canal joined it. The
object of this was to let us know when they were coming.^

By six o’clock on the appointed evening all was ready. The pavilion

was crowded with European ofBcials and ladies, Rajas and big natives

of sorts, gorgeous in cloth of gold and jewels. Outside were the long

line of the native regiment and a bewildering mass of carriages of all

sorts, police officers on horseback keeping order, and a vast sea of

natives crowding every available foot of space. After a short period of

waiting we heard the gims from Jagatpur, and suddenly, as if by en-

chantment, the whole river bank broke into a blaze. Faulkner had

stationed men at every point with orders to light up as soon as they heard

guns, and the order was carried out exactly. The people on the Lieuten-

ant-Governor’s steam-launch told us afterwards that the effect was

beautiful, and aU the more delightful because unexpected. I had not told

Ravenshaw what we were going to do before he left for False Point.

Beyond general instructions to have some sort of a reception he had

given me no precise orders, nor had I contemplated any very great

preparations. None of us liked Temple, nor did we feel inclined to put

ourselves out for him. But the natives were eager to welcome their ruler

on account of the position he held, not for himself, and they were

anxious to show (like Todgers’s) what Cuttack could do when it chose.

The Faulkners also were delighted at having some artistic work to do,

and so the thing grew. As the steamer emerged from the dark lode the

party on board saw before them a wide lake—the river here is over a

mile broa4~on the further side of which lines and lines of lamps of all

^ When tbe slow ntttch catches the powder inside the whole thing explodes

with a bong, quite as loud as a cannon. The tighter you tie them, and the more

rope you put round, the louder is the noise. It can be heard several miles off.
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colours were seen reflected in the water. All along the anicut^ at equal

distances, blazed piles of dazzling light, and in the centre the great pavi-

lion, with its numerous Chinese lanterns, torches and flags made a

bright spot in the darkness. They were enchanted and amazed.

Soon the great man and his suite arrived at the pier and on landing

were received by me. I presented the members of the Municipality of

Cuttack who read an address to which the Lieutenant-Governor re-

sponded.^ The address was in the usual fulsome, turgid style. It ex-

pressed the deep and heart-felt joy of the people of Orissa at having

their revered, beloved and longed-for ruler among them in the flesh, told

how they had watched with bated breath and speechless admiration

his brilliant management of the Bengal famine, and how profoundly

they were impressed by the conviction that under a ruler who so deeply

sympathized with his people and sacrificed himself so unsparingly for

their sakes, the Lower Provinces of Bengal must now at last enter on a

career of unexampled prosperity etc, etc. Your Bengali Babu can reel

out this sort of stuff by the fathom from mom till dewy eve and then

begin again.

Sir Richard Temple replied in the same style—^he believed it all! no

flattery was too gross for Dicky Temple! He admitted that he thought

they were quite right in considering him the greatest man that had ever

lived, and he quite understood how deeply interested they (and all

mankind) must necessarily be in everything ^at concerned Him! !—and

so on and so on. After which he went on a *shake-hands’ tour all round

the pavilion. Then the troops presented arms, the guns fired, the people

cheered and we all drove off in a long procession down three miles of

streets all brilliantly illuminated, crowded with mobs who cheered fran-

tically—^they did not know why. Flags waved from every comer, rich

rugs and clothes were hung from the balconies; torches, stars in oil-

lamps, triumphal arches ofbamboo and greenery across the streets, with

coloured cloths bearing the word 'welcome’ in several languages, met

us at every turn, till at last, in the great square before the entrance gates

of the Lai Bagh, a great crowd of wild pidks^ fit)m the hills, in their

strange garb, with their tiger-skins, birds’ feathers, long, glittering

spears and lighted torches, closed the scene.

The great man was immensely delighted at his unexpectedly grand

^ I had taken the precaution of obtaining a copy of the address the day
before, and had sent it by special messenger across country to Ravenshaw. It

reached him at a point half-way up the canal and he at once handed it to Temple
who was thus enabled to prepare a speech in reply to it.

* PAiks are a sort of irregular police force, strange, wild creatures, a relic of
old native rule.
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recq)tion. The pomp and pageantry, the shouting crowds, the illumi-

nations, arches and procession gratified his inmost soul. He was so

deeply touched that he even thanked me in a few curt words. He must
have been moved to do that! 1

The week which followed was a whirl. People who do not know India

well imagine that a great deal of good is done by these State tours of

Viceroys, Governors and Lieutenant-Governors. But my own ex-

perience leads me to doubt this. It may be that the local authorities

succeed now and then in securing sanction to the execution of some
work of great importance to their locality by showing the Governor

the actual spot and proving to him by actual eyesight its necessity or

usefulness. They are thus sometimes able to do, in half-an-hour’s walk

round a town or river bank, what they have been unable to achieve by

months of writing to an unwilling or unintelligent Secretariat. But the

idea that by a hurried tour—and all tours in so vast a country as India

must be more or less hurried, because there is so much ground to be

got over in a limited time—a Governor can make himself really ac-

quainted with a province as big as England is a delusion. The place

does not look itself to begin with, because it is dressed up for his re-

ception and looks as unlike itself as a workman in his Sunday clothes.

AU the natural every-day dirt and misery is bundled out of sight. ‘Eye-

wash’, as it is called in India, prevails everywhere, even if everyone

does not go to the length attributed by a well-known story to the Col-

lector who had the trunks of the trees on all the station-roads white-

washed. So the great man does nor see the real place, and unless he is an

exceptionally keen-sighted man he takes his superficial, hastily-formed

impressions for real knowledge, which does more harm than g^. Ever

afterwards he is prone to refuse sanction to proposals submitted by the

local officers, or to contradict their assertions, beause ofsome erroneous

impression he has imbibed on his hasty tour. Often, too, when he has

promised on-the-spot sanction to some projea which has been shown

and explained to him, he will withdraw that sanction on his return to

Calcutta^ because his secretaries have persuaded him that the local

officers have hoodwinked, or at any rate, misinformed him.

If also we set against the problematical benefit of the great man’s

seeing things, or thinking he sees them, with his own eyes, the real

and undoubted mischief he does by disorganizing the whole adminis-

tration for a week or more, closing the courts, delaying the disposal of

cases, putting a stop 10 business of all sorts, leading Municipalities and

other public bodies to spend more money than they can afford in deco-

rations, fireworks, illuminations and triumphal ardies, it will be seen
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that the net gain for these tours is infinitesimal, if not absolutely nil.

It certainly was so in this case. Temple promised freely all sorts of

things while at Cuttack, but refused to sanction them vAicn, he got bade

to Calcutta. He upset all our work and left us with heavy arrears on his

departure, and the Cuttack Munidpality with a considerable defidt in

their accounts owing to the expenses of the reception. He was an extra-

ordinarily active man, and we were in attendance on him daily from five

in the morning tiU late at night. He went everywhere, up all the canals

in the small local steamers to see all the locks, irrigation works and

other things. On the steamer as we went along he made us all sit round

a table on deck and answer innumerable questions, writing down the

answers in a note-book. But as he would put the wrong questions to the

wrong men—asking the Engineers questions about the land revenue,

rents, rights of various dasses in the soil—^things which they knew
nothing about—and asking Ravenshaw and me questions about cubic

contents of reservoirs, discharge in gallons per second, working of

various sluices, taps and machinery—^things which we knew nothing

about—and angrily stopping the right man when he attempted to

answer—I fear the information he obtained was rather mixed. I think,

too, he lost his note-book or left it behind in Cuttack. However, it did

not much matter. It was always a weakness of his to think he knew all

about everything, and in any case he would have been certain to believe

and assert ever afterwards that he had visited' Orissa and personally

ascertained all about it, and in consequence override every suggestion

or reconunendation that did not agree with the strange jumble of con-

fused recollections which he carried away with him.

Of course, there was a magnificent Durbar or State assemblage, at

which all the Maharajas and Rajas of the Tributary States
—

"the Kings

of the Amorites that dwell in the hills^ as we called them—^appeared in

all their barbaric pearl and gold, with hosts of wild retainers in ancient,

rusty coats of mail, tiger-skins, spears and jangling chains and orna-

ments. One man brought six hunted of these wild followers with him,

and was very angry with me because I insisted on his sending three-

quarters of them away again. I could not allow six hundred Highland

caterans to stalk about my peaceful city of Cuttack armed with dirk and

sword, swaggering and brawling and snatching anything they took a

fancy to from the shops without paying for it. The police had a hard

time of it to keep these light-fingered gentry in order.

Then we had big lunch and dinner parties every night, ending up
. with a grand ball and reception at the Lai Bagh Ac last ni^t. The
splendid suite of lofty rooms in this stately old palace were brilliantly
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lifted and decorated for the occasion. All the Europeans came, and to

gratify the vanity and pomposity of Temple there was a ‘reception’ to

begin with. On a so£i at the end of the furthest room, in his Windsor
uniform, glittering with gold lace, star on breast, his suite in fuU uni-

form behind him, sat the great man, a positive miracle of ugliness. Lady
after lady was brought up and presented, made her curtsy and passed

on. Then the men followed one by one. It was like a levee or drawing-

room at Court. Then the band struck up and the dancing began. At mid-

night there was a sumptuous supper in the long veranda. It was about

one hundred feet long by twenty wide; the pillars were hung with wreaths

and the spaces between them closed in with tent-flies (kan^ts). After

supper dancing was resumed and the great man retired to his rooms

having, as he pompously announced, some official minutes to write!

Many of the men, including myself, were no dancers and we remained

in the supper-room smoking. We drew together round one end of the

long table, called for more champagne, and installed old Faulkner in

the Lieutenant-Governor’s chair at the head. Songs were, ofcourse, out

ofthe question but, as we got merry, speeches began. Faulkner stood up
and in a very amusing speech proposed my health as the future Lieuten-

ant-Governor of Bengal. This was received with applause, and I then

did a foolish thing, the consequence of which I suffered from all the

remainder of my service—twenty years. I got up and returned thanks

in the charaaer of Lieutenant-Governor, parodying the reply which

Temple had given on the night of his arrival to the address which the

Municipality presented to him. I was perfectly sober—I do not think I

was ever drunk in my life except once at Oxford. But of course I was

excited, and the long pent-up feeling of disgust at the vanity and self-

glorification of this windbag was irrepressible. I mimicked his manner,

I satirized his past career, especially in respect to the famine; all sorts of

smart things leapt to my lips. The audience roared with laughter and

made so much noise that old Ravenshaw came in to see what we were

up to. But one of the Lieutenant-Governor’s staff—I will not mention

the traitor’s name—^had been behind a curtain the whole time, and he at

once went off and told Temple all I had said. One man who had seen

this came and said to me, ‘I suppose you will now take two years* fur-

lough to England.’ I said ‘Why?’ He laughed and went away. But as

we drove home my wife told me aU about it and I got a severe scolding

firom her.

Temple said nothing, but next morning he received me very sourly

and was pa^cularly disagreeable and offensive in his manner to fne for

the rest of his stay. I had written a Manual ofthe District of Balasore

—
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history, statistics, and so forth—district officers had been invited to

write manuals of their districts—and I brought the MS to Temple at

his request. He glanced at a few pages, found some expressions he dis-

liked, scratched them out with his pencil, and turned on me savagely,

saying I thought myself so very superior to everyone else but that the

b^k would not do. He told me to take it back and re-write it in a way he

described to me. I took it back, locked it in a drawer, and have It by me
now. I never submitted it to the Government for acceptance again.

I learnt long afterwards that when he got back to C^cutta he told the

story ofmy speech to his Chief Secretary, ending up with an expression

of amazement, *He aaually mocked Afe, mocked M^.’ To think that

anyone should dare to mock the great R. Temple!! From the same
source I also learnt that he had written a very bad character against my
name in the Black Book.^ However, he sent us a letter after his departure

thanking us for the grandeur of his reception, and adding that he con-

sidered the unanimous expression of loyalty and attachment to British

rule a proof that the local officers did their work in such a way as to win

the affection of the people.

Then he went away and left us to pick up the pieces and catch up the

arrears of work, after which I went into camp for the usual cold weather

tour.

It was, of course, very foolish of me to make that speech. I had,

however, no idea that any of the aides-de-camp were listening. The
man’s self-satisfied air irritated us all, and me more than anyone as I

had not forgotten the injustice he did me at the beginning ofmy career.

I had reminded him of the incident the first night he was in Cuttack,

as I sat by him at the dinner at Ravenshaw’s. He asked in a lofty tone,

‘What was I then?’ I answered, ‘Commissioner of Lahore.’ He replied,

‘Ah yes! I was Commissioner, I think, about that time,’ as who should

say, ‘I have occupied so many distinguished posts in my time I really

cannot recollect one more than another.’ But my wife who was watching

him keenly says she is sure from his manner and look that he remem-
bered it perfe^y.

I mention this visit of Temple’s and the incident of the speech at

greater length because I have always believed, and indeed have been

told by many of my friends, that it was the real cause ofmy ill-success

in the later part ofmy career. I had committed the old hereditary family

crime of quarrelling with my official superior, selectihg as usual for

> This is a book kept in the Bengal Secretariat in which the Lieutenantv

Governors record their opinion of the characters of the officers. Whenever any
officer obtains praise or incurs censure it is recorded in this book.
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that purpose the most influential and popular of them. My grand-
father with the Chancellor^ Lord Eldon—^my father with the Rector of

St James’s, Bishop Jackson—I with Sir Richard Temple—and now I

hear that my eldest son David is quarrelling with his Colonel

!

A little time before the Temple visit, my wife, one evening going

down the steps ofthe veranda to the carriage for the usual drive, slipped

and fell hea^y. The result was a miscarriage; the child, a son, was
bom dead, and she remained weak and suffering for some time. In

consequence ofthis she was unable to go with me into camp, and I went
by myself, being afterwards joined by Graves, the District Superin-

tendent of police, and Atkinson, the Assistant Collector. I had a curious

and difiicult task to perform.

Along the Mahanadi River some ten miles above Cuttack lay a large

estate called Dompara. It was about ten or twelve miles long by two

broad, and was for the most part low hills covered with dense forests,

though it had also considerable tracts of flat land along the river which

were fully cultivated. The owner of this estate, or ‘kingdom’ as he per-

sisted in calling it, was a Raja. Now there were Rajas of three kinds in

Orissa. When the English first took the province in 1804 from the

Marathas, next to nothing was known about it. It was, however, soon

perceived that there was a broad strip of cultivated level land down the

middle called the Mughal bandi. Tliis was cut up into the three dis-

tricts of Balasore (north), Cuttack (centre), and Pooree (south), and

settled in the usual way. Such of the zemindars as were Rajas in this

territory paid land revenue assessed on their estates just like those in

other parts of Bengal. But along the sea coast was a dreary strip of

country consisting of large estates held by certain Rajas who claimed a

partial independence. There was hardly anything to assess in these

wastes, so they were allowed to hold their lands on payment of a peshr

hashy or tribute, a small, fixed sum which had no relation to assets or

income.

Similarly along the landward or western boundary of the three dis-

tricts was a string of estates held by persons who called themselves

Rajas, and who, on account ofthe wild and unproductive nature of their

estates at the time of the conquest, had been let off with a peshkash.

Dompara was one of these. Beyond them, stretching far away into the

Central Provinces, were the great Tributary States of which anon.

Poor little Domparawas a helpless fool, almost imbecile; unfortunately

for himself not quite so. If he could have been pronounced insane and

locked up he might perhaps have been cured in time, and mean-

while his estate would have been properly managed by the Collector.

241 a



MEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN

But as it was, he was just foolish enou^ to do endless mischief,

and not foolish enough to be put under restraint. He had fiillen into

the hands of a clever, wily, unscrupulous man whom he had appointed

as his Dewan or Prime Minister. This man was oppressing the tenantry,

enriching himself and keeping the Raja and his family miserably poor.

A large body of the ryots came to me and begged me to interfere; the

poor little Raja also came and implored me to save him from his Dewan,

whom, of course, he might have dismissed with a stroke of his pen, but

he feared him too much to do so.

I went to Dompara and pitched my tents in a lovely grove of dense

trees by the river. Thither came a great crowd of the peasantry, the

wily Dewan and his clerks and papers, and the feeble little Raja in a piti-

ful attempt at state, in an old, tawdry palanquin, a few ragged pMks

and drummers, himself in cloth of gold and Cashmere shawls, old,

frayed, tarnished and moth-eaten. Then for some days we held long

palavers and went into the whole affair thoroughly. The difficulty was

that, although the Dewan was utterly untrustworthy, he was the only

man in the place with a head on his shoulders. There were of course lots

of capable men in Cuttack who would have been glad of the appoint-

ment, but the Dewan had a large following of devoted adherents as he

had given leases of villages and farms to a crowd of his relations. With

his intimate local knowledge and his numerous supporters, he had such

a hold over the place that he would have rendered the position of any

stranger whom I might introduce quite untenable. I had not the power

ofbanishing him, and short of that nothing would have been ofany use.

So I revoked, in public meeting before the ryots, all the illegal and op-

pressive orders and arrangements he had made, issued a set of simple

rules for management which I made known to the people, took away a

number of farms from his adherents to whom he had illegally given

them, bound him over to observe my rules in future, and after frighten-

ing his life almost out of him by awful threats of what I would do if he

misbehaved in future, left him in his old situation as, I hoped, a wiser

and a sadder man. It was a risky thing to do and I knew it, but it was

the only course possible. The poor little Raja, however, was disap-

pointed. After having for years blindly trusted the Dewan he had now
taken a dislike to him, and with a weak mind like his, the dislike was as

fierce and unreasonable as his former liking for him had been. I had a

long talk with him in private. His huge and half-ruined palace, a mass of

tumbledown brickwork overgrown with jungle and green with mildew,

showing, however, traces of former elegance—a beautiful, carved gate-

way with great wooden doors half fallen from their rotting hinges—

a
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mouldy temple with lovely statues all cradled and broken—was situated

on a ridge half-way up a beautiful wooded hill amidst the remains of a
spacious, lordly garden laid out by his father. Here, amongst roses

choked with jungle, palms and tall trees matted with gorgeous flowering

creepers, the poor idiot used to spend hours wandering up and down
on a long, weed-covered pathway. I found him there, and pacing to and
fro beside him I administered a severe lecture. I believe he profited by
it for a time, and the affairs ofDompara went on fairly well as long as I

could spare time to keep an eye on them. What happened after I left I

do not know. One never does know in India. One can only do one’s

best while in a place and leave the future to one’s successor, who as

likely as not will take an entirely different view and upset all the

arrangements one has made.

This, in fact, is one of the great problems of Indian administration,

though it is one which people in England, and especially in Parliament,

know nothing about though they talk so loud and lay down the law so

very confidently. It cannot be too often repeated that the difficulty lies

not in the laws and rules that are promulgated, but in getting them

carried out. It is not always easy, I admit, to make a law which exactly

meets the requirements of all the complicated systems of land revenue

and other matters which occur. But the very greatest care is taken in

making a law. Faas are collected with the most scrupulous and con-

scientious care, opinions are obtained from all those who know the sub-

jea (and from many who don’t). The draft Bill is widely circulated for

criticism and the criticisms carefully weighed, the Bill is then brought

before Council, many eloquent and clever speeches are made, it is re-

ferred to a special Committee who cut and carve, add and strike out,

argue for hours over every point and submit it as revised to Council

again, where it is again speechified over and voted section by section.

When it is finally passed the Governors, Secretaries, Councillors and

Boards at headquarters sit down and fold their hands and say the affair

is settled.
^

But it is not by any means settled. In fact the real difliculty now be-

gins. This law so elaborately worded, these provisions the result of so

much anxious deliberation, must now be enforced all over the country.

The Act is printed and copies are sent to all the Collectors and other

officers. Some of these are stupid, some are indolent and careless, some

have been opposed to the measure all along and do not mean it to be a

success. Then there is the vast mass of the native population who are

affected by it. The native lawyers are as sharp as needles and very soon

tear the heart out of it. This section may be made to work in one way,
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that section in another. Two sections may be shown to contradict eadi

other, while most of them can be interpreted in more ways than one.

The rural masses, of course, neither know nor understand a word of it.

So then cases are instituted in the courts, and appealed and appealed

till they reach the High Court. That august tribunal always considers

itself the legally constituted interpreter of all laws, and proceeds to put

an interpretation of its own on section after section. These interpre-

tations are embodied in the decisions of the Court, and these decisions

are printed and published as ^rulings’. So that before long there are two

laws, the actual Statute as passed by the legislative body, and the mass

of rulings thereon as pronounced by the judicial body. The lawyers

are very proud of this; they call the former ‘substantive law’, and the

latter ‘adjective law’, and very much prefer the latter, as their own
creation. Now inasmuch as in arriving at their decision the judges care-

fully avoid taking into consideration the circumstances which led to the

making of the law, and examine not what the legislature meant to lay

down but what the words of the Act really import, it not infrequently

happens that their decisions turn out to be the very opposite ofwhat the

law was intended to mean. Then a new law has to passed to rectify

the error. Divested of technical language such an ‘amending act’ is

simply a confession of a blunder. It says virtually, ‘whereas in a former

Act we ruled that two and two make four, but from the wording of the

Act it appears as if we had ruled that two and two make five, now we
hereby alter that wording and substitute the two following words which

make it plain that henceforth two and two shall make four and not five.’

It has happened within my experience that the High Court has sat

upon the ‘amended Act’ and observed that ‘the law as now amended
implies that two and two make six’

!

But however carefully both the legislative and judicial bodies work at

establishing the law, there remains always a great deal of weakness and

uncertainty in carrying it out in the country.

The vast extent of country, the very various views, temperaments

and mental acumen of the persons charged with administering it

naturally lead to its efficiency being very different in different parts of

the country, and being more or less impaired in all. More especially is

every law ofimportance hindered in its working by frequent changes of

the ^strict officers. The Secretariat mind favours frequent changes. It

(insiders that ifa man is left too long in a district he ‘gets into a groove’.

This means that ifa man stays long enough in a district to acquire a real

insight into the condition and wants of the people, he is able to see the

vanity of the fine theoretical cobwebs which the Secretariat mind is so
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fond ofspinning, and can administer inconvenient pricks to their wind-
bags and prove by his extensive local knowledge their emptiness. So
they like to have men new to the distria who swaUow all their nos-

trums. I shall mention later on one or two striking instances of this.

But to return from this long digression. After Dompara 1 visited

Patda, a neighbouring estate, sdll more picturesque and wUd, where the

Raja was more sensible but more extravagant. Here there were family

feuds. The Raja’s mother had obtained a number offarms as her jointure,

and being like all Hindu widows entirely under the thumb of the Brah-

mins was exploiting her farms for the benefit of those gentry. The Raja

wanted money and was trying to take his mother’s farms away from her.

Hence a row royal in the palace and indescribable confusion in the

villages, where the old Rani’s men were going about collecting rent

and giving receipts in her name, and the Raja’s men were doing the

same for him; the wretched ryots being thus made to pay twice over. This

matter was also settled,^fter endless talkee-talkee, by the old lady giving

up some of the farms and being definitely confirmed in peaceful pos-

session of the rest, while in both classes the ryots had their rents ^ed
and the double payments credited to future years. They could not be

refunded because the Raja had spent the money as fast as he got it!

As I am writing about Rajas I may as well mention here a visit which

we paid to another Raja, or rather Maharaja, somewhere about this

time. He was one ofthe Rajas on the sea-coast, whom I have mentioned

above, and claimed (rightly I believe) to be the lineal descendant and

sole representative of the ancient line of the native sovereigns of Orissa,

the old Gajapatis, who were descended from the sun or the moon, I

forget which. He lived at a small, dirty town called A1 on one of the

lower channels ofthe Brahmani River, in a huge, rambling palace, half

ruinous, of course, surrounded by a moat and a thick belt of bamboos,

so as to be as unhealthy, mouldy and mildewed as possible. The little,

wizened old Maharaja received us in as much state as he could manage

and sent his eldest son with my wife, her English nurse and the children

into the Zenana to visit his queens. He took me through several tumble-

down courtyards to a large brick platform on which stood, in rows, a lot

'of children. This, he explained, was his school. I asked whose the child-

ren were, for they were all so well dressed that I could not suppose

they were children of the wretched inhabitants of the poverty-stricken

town. He looked at them and ran his finger down the lines and then

said, ‘All these are my children—^no, that one is the Prime Minister’s

and that one is the Treasurer’s—but all the rest are mine.’ I counted—

there were seventy-five ofthem! I thought of the verse in Kings; ‘Now
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Ahab had seventy sons in Samaria . . .’Then we went and sat in a large,

pillared portico overlooking a large tank surrounded by a lovely but

badly-k^t garden. Here we talked dll my wife came out from her inter-

view, when the Maharaja sent in to the palace to order his wives to clear

out ofthe recepdon rooms so that he might show me round. The rooms

were numerous, ra±er small and dark, but highly decorated. The walls

of his own private sitdng and sleeping rooms were covered with paint-

ings which he told me he had done himself. They represented subjects

so grossly indecent that I shuddered at the thought of my wife having

seen them. Luckily, as it turned out, she had been so amused by the ladies

that it had not occurred to her to look at the walls. Luckily also the

drawing was so grotesque that no one not accustomed to nadve art

would have been able to make out what was meant.^ It seems that when
taken into these apartments my wife and her party were met by a pordy

old lady perfectly smothered in jewellery and costly robes. The young

prince introduced her as the Head Queen (Pkr^ru), his mother. Then
followed one woman after another all nearly as much bedizened who,

he explained, were the subordinate queens. She counted between sixty

and seventy of them. They all squatted on the floor in long rows and

stared at her while she conversed, through the Prince as interpreter,

with the Head Queen. The conversation was idle and banal, as usual,

the only curious incident being that a rather poorly dressed girl threw

herself at my wife’s feet and poured out a string of words. This being

interpreted was to the effect that she was the youngest queen and was

only allowed silver ornaments and no silk garments or shawls, and she

begged my wife to order the Maharaja to give her gold ornaments and

silken robes like the others. She was at once ignominiously hustled

away by the others and probably caught it hot afterwards. Then we took

leave and returned to our camp. On making inquiries I learnt that there

was an ancient custom, half religious and half traditional, by which the

Maharajas of A1 were required to marry a new wife every year on a

certain festival. The present Maharaja, being nearly seventy and having

begun life early, as they do in India, had by degrees amassed all these

wives and had begotten all these children. V^t was to become ofthem
all no one seemed to know or care. His estates were large but not very

profitable, but living is cheap in India and the people generally seemed

to think it was all right, so I suppose it was. He himself seemed very

happy and rather proud of his large family.

^ Indian scholars will understand when I say that they represented the sata-

sangama-prakarah from the Koka-sastta.
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CHAPTER XIX

Cuttack, 1875-1877

We had a Masonic Lodge in Cuttack, ^Lodge Star of Orissa*. It had a

neat litde building specially constructed for it and a fair attendance of
members. Since belonging to ‘Lodge Star ofthe East* in Calcutta under
good Captain *Enry *Owe*s guidance in 1858,

1

had not had any oppor-

tunity of belonging to a Lodge and had grown rather rusty. But at the

earnest entreaty of Walker, Faulkner and others, I joined the CutUck
Lodge and in 1875-6 was made Master. The Lodge was a jovial, con-

vivial institution. After work there was always a banquet, followed by
much heavy drinking and singing of songs, at which old Faulkner pre-

sided gloriously. I was eventually obliged to retire from this Lodge
because a large number of the penniless, loafing ne’er-do-wells, half-

caste clerks, declassi Europeans and the like who infest all large stations

in India took to joining the Lodge, and then calling at my house inces-

santly to beg for help and for good appointments, pleading the sacred tie

of Masonic brotherhood. This grew to be such an infliction that I was

obliged, in self-defence, to withdraw from active participation in

Masonry.

J. H. Walker, whom I ought to have mentioned before, was a leading

member of our Cuttack society. He held the important post of Super-

intending Engineer, the Hea^hip of the large and useful Irrigation

Branch of the Public Works Department. Bom at a place which he

called ‘Weendiwuls’, but which on the map appeared as ‘Windywhlls’,

near Kelso, he was a typical lowland Scot, full of Border legends of

Elliots and Armstrongs, a sturdy, determined, canny man with a

strong literary and intellectual element in his mind, and an intense love

of arguing on every conceivable subject. Many a happy day did I spend

with him seated, cheroot in mouth, on one of the little steamers on

some canal or river in the glowing sunshine, arguing and discussing on

every imaginable topic. It was from him, or rather from a nickname of

his,^ that the station on False Point got its name.* When it was found

^ He was familiarly known as *Hookey Walker’. It may be necessary to explain

to posterity that ‘Hookey Walker*, like ‘Cheeks the Marine’, ‘Jim Crow’ and
other similar terms, was the name of some imaginary person popularly used by
the street boys in t^Torties and ’fifties. He seems to have died out of the gamin
memory now.

* False Point was so called because some forty miles to the north of it was
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necessary to establish a port for central Orissa, Ravdoshaw, Walker and

Macpherson, the Collector, went down to False Point in one ofthe little

steamers and with some difficulty found a suitable site for the Harbour-

master and his Customs establishment. The site being uninhabited

was also nameless, and they cast about for a name for it. Several were

suggested and rejected. At last Macpherson said, Tet us call it Hookey
Tolah after old Hookey Walker.’ The idea took and the place was

solemnly named and a bottle of champagne was drunk by the company
to christen it.^ The native fishermen and boatmen who haunted ffiose

lonely swamps learnt the name readily and it was officially adopted,

though of course the bigwigs in Calcutta had no idea of its derivation.

Some years later the great W. W. Hunter in compiling his gazetteer

found this name in use and, supposing it to be a native word, thought

proper to write it according to the scientific method of spelling Indian

names—Hukitolil!!

False Point and its history deserve some mention. It is a long, sandy

spit at the mouth of the Mahanadi River. The current in the Bay of

Bengal sweeps strongly northwards all along the Indian Coast. Con-

sequently every big river that empties itself into the Bay is encumbered

by a bar of sand trending ever northwards. Year after year this bar in-

creases till'the river breaks through, cutting it up into islands and form-

ing a new mouth further north. In 1866, when the great and terrible

famine occurred in Orissa, much ofthe suffering was due to the absence

of any proper landing-place or port where ships could unload cargoes.

All this coast is very deficient in harbours. Pooree is merely an open

roadstead, where it is not always safe or possible to unload or load cargo

and the mouths of the rivers had not then been properly developed.

But the Engineers had long had their eyes on False Point and the Dham-
ra as possible ports, and soon after the famine work was over they began

work on False Point. A canal had been made from Cuttack for some

fifty miles to Marsaghai, a place on the main stream of the Mahanadi.

Thence the route followed die river for some ten miles, and then turned

off down a creek into an immense, shallow bay or backwater some three

or four miles broad, surrounded by islands of soft mud in whidi grew

dense thickets of mangrove, bamboo cane and long, creeping lianes.

Point Palmyras, at the mouth of the Brahmani River, a well-known landmark for

vessels sailing up the Bay of Bengal. The point at the mouth of the Mahanadi
was often mistaken for Point Palmyras and ships were wredced in consequence.

So it got to be known as the ftdse Point Palmyras, and finally as False Point.

^ The name was more native than they thought. Fix hukki is an Oriya word
for a white-ants* nest and tala is a very common terminadon of names of villages

in all paru of India. It means originaily a ‘market* fromthe root tii/---*to weigh’-
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Between this bay and the sea was a long, low island of sand, at the nor-

thern end ofwhich was the entrance to the harbour, if it could be called

a harbour. It consisted ofthose parts of the bay, principally close under

the island, which were deep enough for ships of average draught, say,

sixteen feet to twenty. On this island stood the Harbourmaster’s house

and ofSces with a cluster ofhuts for coolies, boatmen and the like. In the

centre was a lofty structure surmounted by a flagstaff used as a look-out—^this imposing setdement was Hookey Tolah. Close into the shore was
anchored a huge Flat (as they are called), an immense, flat-bottomed

cargo boat with rows of cabins built on both sides of its spacious deck,

with kitchens, bathrooms and other conveniences. It was called the

Ghaztpore and was used as a sort of floating hotel for passengers waiting

for the British India steamers which called once a week. There were also

generally three or four French ships loading with rice for Mauritius and

a good many native vessels in the same trade. Some two miles off, on an

island somewhat moresolid than the rest, stood a great stone lighthouse,

built out of laterite stones taken from the Fort at Cuttack. It was in

charge ofa kind-hearted but low-bred Irish retired sea captain,MrGeary

(I used to tease my wife by calling him her cousin), who lived in that

melancholy solitude with a wife and nine children. Around the lighthouse

was an extensive grove of coconut palms which Captain Geary had

planted. From the top of the lighthouse about sunset one could look

down into the dense jungle that spread for miles, and frequently see

tigers crawlingacross theopenpatches,on thelook-outfor Captain Geary’s

cows which he kept in a high-walled enclosure at night. Tigers had been

known to leap over this wall and kill cattle—at least so he said, but sea

captains are given to spinning yarns.^ He added a little to his not too

abundant means by selling butter to the ships in the harbour.

But the character of False Point was Captain Harris. He was False

Point, and when he died False Point no longer seemed itself. He made

it and fostered it and loved it. He was, like so many men in employ

round the coast, an old skipper, who in his time had sailed the Indian

seas from Suez and the Cape to Hong Kong and Batavia. The usual

round, red-faced, loud-voiced skipper, clever with his hands, ready in

any emergency, drinking like a fish, talkative and rather rough of

speech, but a thoroughly good, useful, hard-working man, admirably

suited for the post. Under hinvwas a watchful, taciturn old sea-dog

named Black, and these two lived alone at the melancholy station of

^ I saw the tigers myself on one occasion, but the wall of the cattle-3rard was

about eight feet high. I will not say positively that a tiger could not leap so high,

but I do not tiiinir he could leap out with a full-grown cow in his jaws.
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Hookey Tolah and spent their lives in trying to beautify and improve it.

My first introduction to Captain Harris was charaaeristic. It was

on the occasion of my going to False Point with Ravenshaw when
he went on leave. Our steamer arrived there at dusk^ and anchored

in the great, dreary lagoon. Not very far off was the flat Ghaziporey

and on the deck under an awning sat a man at a table silhouetted

against the dim light of a ship’s lantern hung over his head. On the

table was a water bottle and glass and under the table a small keg.

With the regularity of a mechanical toy, the man stooped and turned the

tap of the keg so that liquor ran into his glass, then he filled up the glass

with water and drank it. After a short rest, during which he smoked a

pipe, he repeated the process. We had just finished our dinner on the

steamer, and as we smoked our cheroots we all sat on deck and watched

with much amusement this solitary figure on the fiat. Presently, out of

the darkness a boat approached us, and a message was handed up to the

effea that Captain Harris would like to see Mr Faulkner if he was on

board. So old Faulkner went off in the boat. After a short time we saw

him emerge from the darkness on to the deck of the flat where he took

a chair opposite the solitary figure, and then two glasses were filled at the

keg and regularly emptied. Perhaps they heard the roar of laughter from

the steamer with which we greeted this new development, for a curtain

was suddenly let down which hid them from our sight. Next morning

Faulkner and Harris were up long before any of us—perhaps they sat

up all night—went and had a dip in the sea and turned up at breakfast

quite fresh and rosy.

But if he drank hard, he worked hard. Government in its usual way,

having sanctioned the construction of a Port Office at False Point and

appointed Harris and his staff, thought it had done all that was necessary

and refused to sanaion any further outlay. It was only by dint of very

pressing representations often repeated that Ravenshaw was able after

long delays to obtain a very small and utterly inadequate grant ofmoney
for the necessary buildings, jetties, buoys and other requisites. It was

wonderful how much Harris did with his limited means. He had re-

course sometimes to expedients which nothing but the stinginess of

Government could have justified. Once, an old cargo boat sent down
from the Calcutta Port Establishment, because it was too old to be ofany

use there, managed to get ashore in a storm. Harris immediately reported

it as wrecked, and at once broke it up and used the timber and iron-work

in his jetty and in flooring his office. The occurrence was duly reported

to Government, and some months later a reply was received directing

that the wreck should be sold by auction and the proceeds credited to,
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the Customs Department. To this Harris was able to reply with per*

feet truth that she had gone to pieces, and that no remains of her could

be found on the spot where she had been wrecked. He took advantage

of the event to ask for a new cargo boat and a pinnace for his own use,

and to our great surprise got them! A fine strong cargo boat and lovely

green pinnace with handsome fittings and full supply of sailing and
other gear arrived in a few days’ time. She turned out to be a splendid

and fast sailer and Harris spent almost all his time in her.

Some time after, meeting the head of the (Customs department, I

asked him why it was that there had been such difficulty in getting boats

and other things for False Point at first, while they had responded so

liberally to our request afterwards. He laughed and said that False

Point being a new place was not down ‘on the books’ of the Department

and no provision could consequently be made for it. The Government

of India, a thousand miles off at Simla, had never heard of it and would

not sanction any expenditure on it. But when once, with difficulty and

after many explanations, they had grudgingly allowed some of the old

and hardly usable stock to be sent there, the place got ‘on to the books’,

and there was no difficulty in replacing anything that was worn out or

lost by wreck, etc. ‘I advise you,’ he added, ‘if you want anything for

False Point, report something or other as v/orn out or lost and request

that it may be replaced. You will get it at once, but it is no use asking

for a new thing of a kind you have not had before.’ I told this to Harris

and he acted on it. He at once reported every old rusty bit of chain, every

old anchor and worm-eaten plank about the place as worn out, and asked

that they might be ‘replaced’. By this means he before long got a very

decent quantity of port requisites which he could not have got other-

wise. Once, requiring a row-boat to take letters and messages to the

Post and Telegraph Office (which by the wisdom of the Postal Depan-

ment had been located some four miles off across the lagoon), he bought

for three or four rupees a very rotten old fishing boat from some natives

and entered it on ^ stock account. Then he used it to go to the Post

Office ifor a week, accompanied by another boat lest it should sink and

the rowers be drowned. When he thought he had used it enough, he

managed that it should one fine day mysteriously sink. On which he in-

dented for a new boat to ‘replace’ it, and got it too—a fine, strong

English-built captain’s gig with a sail and lots of first-class tackle.

In this way we gradually got all we wanted. The Government had to

be treated like a child which does not know what is good for it. Even-

tually, owing to the unwearied energy ofHarris, the place was thoroughly

equipped vrith all the requirements of a port, but no one knew how he
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minaged to do it with such small grants of money as we could wring

out of the Government. He got no thanks; on iht contrary he was

always being blamed for any shortcomings, but like so many English-

men in India he worked on cheerfully and even enthusiastic^y, doing

his best for the place committed to his charge, not expecting praise or

reward. A few years later he was drowned in his own bay, in sight of

his beloved station, and his name is probably by this time quite for-

gotten. He was a common type. The British Empire in India is like one

of those large coral islands in the Pacific built up by millions of tiny

insects, age after age. Men admire the beauty of the land and profit by

its fertility, but who thinks of the insects who built it up?

This reminds me of another death which occurred about this time. A
bright, clever, promising boy named Atkinson, one of my Assistants,

was stationed at Kendrapara, a subdivision some thirty miles from

Cuttack. He had been distinguished at a Public School (Harrow or

Rugby, I forget which) and at Oxford, had passed high for the Civil

Service, and during the short time he served under me had shown signs

of great ability and high promise. He had fallen in love with Florrie

Faulkner, one ofold Faulkner’s pretty daughters, and had arranged with

her that on his next visit to Cuttack he should ask her father’s consent.

Some festivity—ball or something of the kind such as we so frequently

had—^was to take place. I think it was on the occasion of the Queen’s

birthday, which we always made a public holiday with some celebrations.

He asked me for leave to come in to Cuttack, which I granted. It was

a blazing hot, sultry May day and he started early as usual and rode

fast to get in before the heat began. At the very end of his ride, with the

roofs and chimneys of Cuttack in sight, he had to cross the river which

then was an expanse of dazzling sand about a mile broad, with a narrow

stream of water trickling down the middle. The track across the sand

was marked by deep ruts made by the cartwheels of the strings of carts

that were constantly passing. This track wound up and down so as to

cross the water at its shallowest, and Atkinson, anxious to get in, for the

sun was already getting hot when he reached the river, seems to have

tried to take a short cut. But the narrow thread ofwater was treacherous.

Though in general not more than a foot or two deep, in places it formed

deep pools, where some furious eddy during the rains had scooped out

the sand. Right into one ofthese he rode. His horse in its mad plunging

threw him off, struggled to the bank and galloped away, but he never

rose again. The Faulkners had invited him to stay with them, and his

servant had arrived with his luggage . They waited for him till one o’clodc

and then began to get anxious. Old Faulkner went to the door to look
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out and saw a policeman leading a riderless horse to the police lines.

He stopped the man and recognized the horse a^ Atkinson’s. The man
said he had found the horse grazing by the road leading to the river,

and was taking it, as unclaimed property, to the police station. When
asked where the rider was, he stared after the manner of his kind and
said he did not know. It had not occurred to him to consider the ques-

tion. Faulkner came rushing over to my house which was close by, and
I at once ordered out a strong body ofpolice to go and search. On reach-

ing the river bank the Inspector found numbers of men cutting grass

for horses as usual. At that dry season the grass-cutters have to go long

distances in search of green fodder and naturally seek it by the rivers.

Questioned on the subject they all said cheerfully—Oh, yes! they had
seen a sahib ride on to the sand from the other side and try to cross the

river. They saw that he had left the track and was heading for a deep

pool and they saw him fall off his horse, and they saw the horse come
out without him and gallop away. "Where was the Sahib?’ They did not

know, perliaps he was in the water. "Did they not shout to warn him of

his danger?’ No, it was no affair of theirs, "^^at did they do when they

saw him fall?’ They? They cut grass for their horses ! P Also there was a

Kanungo^ riding on his pony with his servant following him. He saw

the whole scene—and rode on to his wprki He was quite close to the

Sahib and saw he was riding into danger, but it was no affair of his. (I

promptly dismissed that Kanungo from the Government Service, at

which all the natives, official and non-official, were very much surprised

—and asked what he had done to be punished.)

We dragged the pool and found the poor boy’s body. He was quite

dead. He was buried that evening and Florrie wept. She married another

man a year after.

The charm of our life in Cuttack lay not only in the friendliness and

sociability ofthe European residents, but also in its variety. Totally new

and unexpected events were always occurring. About this time, for

instance, occurred the wreck ofthe Velleda, She was a French ship from

Nantes. I have mentioned in a former page the French ships that used

to call at False Point. There were a good many of them. They took a

cargo ofwines and spirits and other things from French ports to Batavia,

^ Cf Charlotte having seen his body

Borne before her on a shutter

Like a well-behaved young lady

Went on cutting bread and butter.

* In India generally, an offidal who keeps registers of rent-payers. In Orissa,

a native land-surveyor estate-agent. An educated man who ou^it to have

known better than the ignorant grass-cutters.
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thence they came in ballast to False Point where they shipped rice

for the Indian coolies working at Mauritius. At this latter place they

shipped sugar for France, thus making a regular round. One day one

of these ships, the Velleda^ was driven ashore in a storm. The sagacious

police, for some reason best known to themselves—^the workings of a

native policeman’s mind are dark and tortuous and hard to understand

—arrested the captain and crew, and put a guard on the vessel as she lay

on the beach at the mouth ofthe Dayi River. The latter precaution was

wise and saved the vessel from being plundered. The Magistrate of

Pooree, an eccentric person, Joseph Armstrong, telegraphed to me for

orders^ as to what he was to do with the men. In reply I instruaed him

to supply them with food and anything else they might require, and to

get carts and send them to Cuttack at once. After a few days they arrived,

a hungry, dirty, ragged, dishevelled party of about a dozen Frenchmen.

We accommodated them in the Police Barracks, and gave them food

and clothing and medical aid. The captain, named Semelin, was a merry,

little, round Sancho Panza of a man and amused us very much while he

remained at Cuttack.

But I had a dreadful task with him. Through all the terrors of the

shipwreck he had kept his ship’s papers and his *Code Maritime’, a little,

fat, much-thumbed and dog-eared book, safe in a bag slung across

him. These he now produced and read me many sections of the Code,

declaring the steps he ought to take under the circumstances. First I

had to record a proch’-verbaly a very lengthy document reciting the

whole story of the wreck and what led to it, including the depositions

of the captain and the crew. Then I had to go through a long list of all

the ship’s gear, rigging, sails, cargo, and everything in fact except her

hull. My French stood the test of the proch-verbd and the depositions

pretty well, but when it came to such technicalities as ship’s rigging and

gear I was completely floored. So I sent for Tonnerre. He was a young

Frenchman who had been appointed to the Bengal police and stationed

at Cuttack, a charming, brilliant, high-spirited, clever young fellow. To
my surprise he too was floored. He and Semelin, of course, chattered

volubly together in their own language, but when it came to seafaring

lingo he was as ignorant as I was. Eventually, with much gesticulating

and pantomime between the two, aided by Spiers’ dictionary, we got

the list right and all the papers required by French law duly executed,

^ He was not under my orders, but as the place of the shipwreck was on the

boundary of our respective districts, and as he had no powers or experience in

maritime matters, he threw the responsibility on to my shoulders, though it was
his pc^ce who had arrested the men.

^54



CUTTACK, 1875-1877
and sent oflf to the French Consul-General at Calcutta, who in due
course sent down a request to sell the ship and remit the money to him
for transmission to the owners in France. This was done; a rich mer-
chant in Cuttack bought her as she lay and broke her up and made a

good deal, I was told, by selling the timbers and other things. Semclin

being part-owner kept his share of the money, and the rest was sent to

the Consul. But he had on board a small stock of provisions for his own
use, and these he got up from the coast (it was about fifty miles from
Cuttack that the vessel was wrecked) and offered them for sale. Needless

to say they were eagerly bought up—champagne, Sauteme, Burgundy
wines, and the most delicious preserved fruits, fish, cheese and other

provisions. My wife laid in a good stock and we fully enjoyed them.

They were very cheap too. Then poor little Sancho Panza Semelin fell

ill, and the doctor said he had better be sent to Calcutta, where he

would find a French doaor who could understand him. His disease

was some internal ailment of an obscure nature. So I shipped him and

his crew' off to Calcutta, whence, as I was informed, they shipped on

board various French vessels and so got home. Poor Semelin, however,

died in the hospital at Calcutta, and I received a touching letter of

thanks from the Consul-General for my kindness to him.

These French skippers entitled themselves ‘capitaine au long cours’,

but Tonnerre called them ‘vieux ours maritimes*, old sea-bears. I

always found them very amusing and I enjoyed talking French to them.

False Point was a dreary place for them to lie at. No town, no drinking

places, no amusements of any sort—only a great shallow lagoon, half

of it bare, glistening mud at low water, bounded on all sides but one by

low, swampy, mangrove jungle. On one occasion Ravenshaw and Walker

and I were down there in the Pioneer^ and Toppino, one of these cap-

tains, came to see us. Our table was being laid for breakfast on deck, and

among other things there was a bowl full of fresh limes. Toppino’s eyes

glistened. ‘Ah! vous avez des limons, des limonsi’ he cried. Knowing

how good limes and other fruit are for sailors after a long voyage we let

him fill his pockets. He went away rejoicing, and shortly after he sent

us two bottles of claret, grown he assured us, on his own estate near

Bordeaux, and known as Gros Bonnet; also a tin of delicious trufSed

sausages. When I got back to Cuttack, I ransacked the bazaar for fresh

fruit and vegetables, and sent him down a boat-load of pumpkins,

plantains, limes and such things as we could get. He wrote me a most

gushingly grateful letter. The Gros Bonnet^ when we drank it, turned

out to a very fine delicate wine ofthe M6doc type.

Touring the cold Weather of this year I paid a visit to a curious place,
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Udayagiri, i.e. the Sunrise Mountain. It lies between two of the great

rivers of the delta of the Mahanadi, and is so called because it is the

furthest spur to the eastward ofthe Orissa ranges. It is an isolated rocky

peak of no great height with a mosque on the summit^ small, modem
and ugly. But in a great cleft nearly a mile long on the eastern face,

Faulkner, who was with me on this occasion, and I found a strange

place. At the head of the ravine we saw what looked like images, so we
started to explore. The ravine was covered with a jungle of low, thorny

bushes, but on setting coolies to work to clear this off, we first came
upon a deep well of the kind called Bikoli, a large, circular hole lined

with stone masonry descends for about fifty feet. In one side of this

wall is an archway, and a broad flight of stone steps leading down from

another archway at the top. At the bottom of the steps is a platform of

stone, in the middle of which is the mouth of the well. It was full of

water and apparently very deep. On the sides ofthe wall going down the

steps were rudely carved numerous names, apparently ofpilgrims, in an

archaic character, the so-called Kutila, which has not been used since

about the ninth or tenth century. The inscriptions must thus be more

than a thousand years old. Our coolies were half afraid of venturing

into the gorge as it has the reputation of being haunted. It was only by

liberal payment we could induce them to go on. Beyond the well was a

pathway flagged with stone, and on either side, for the most part over-

turned and lying under the bushes, were great quantities of statues of

Buddha of stone. These were of all sizes from a few inches to four fe^

high. We counted some hundreds of them. At the end of the pathway

which was more than half a mile long and ascended graduidly, we
came upon a beautiful gateway of stone, the lintel and sideposts of

which were covered by delicately-carved groups of figures illustrating

events in the various }§takas or former births of Buddha. Looking

through this gateway we were startled to see, deep in the gloom ofdense,

overhanging trees, a colossal seated Buddha in the usual attitude of

meditation. The image was buried up to the waist in dibris and soil,

but the huge upper half stood up so high that a tall man standing on

the palm of its right hand could only just touch its shoulder.

The whole place had evidently in ancient times been a Buddhist

monastery and place of pilgrimage. Here, as everywhere in Orissa, the

noses of all the images had been broken off. It was the custom of the

Mahommedans thus to disfigure all the statues of gods and others they

found in any part of India. The local legend says that at the sound ofthe

kettle-drums of KMapah^^ all the noses of the gods in Orissa fell off.

^ lUlapahAr was the first Musulman invader of Orissa, aj). 1570.
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I thought some at least ofthese carvings worthy of preservation* The

(Glossal Buddha was too big to move, but Faulkner sent for boats and
derrick and managed to remove the lovely gateway and half a dozen of
the best statues, which he set up for me in the Public Garden whijph I

had made close to the canal in Chauliaganj, the suburb of Cuttack city

in which most of the Civil officials live. I presume they arc there still.

I should have been unwilling to disturb i^ie ancient shrine on Udaya-
gin, but the images were lying neglected and buried under jungle and
soil, the place was somewhat inaccessible and the Public Garden at

Cuttack was a central situation where these rare and beautiful objects

could be seen and studied as well as preserved. Therefore I acquitted

myself of the charge of vandalism. I wrote a long and minute account

of the place with copious illustrations, which was published in the

Journal ofthe Bengal Asiatic Society.^

Orissa is full of ancient temples, forts and statues. Many of these I

visited, sketched, and wrote articles about for the Asiatic Society

during the nine years I spent in that old-world province, now (or at

least then) the home of the most bigoted. Brahmin-ridden Hindus in

all India* But it would take up too much room to describe them in de-

tail; besides—^are they not written in xh& Journal of the Asiatic Society

of Bengal?

The year 1876 passed without any very memorable event. The work

was incessant, varied, interesting, and I found time also for my lin-

guistic studies. The third volume of my Comparative Grammar occu-

pied most part ofmy spare time.

On the 24th April 1876 was bom my youngest child. 1 was reading

at that time a novel in the Revue des Deux Mondesy the heroine of which

was named Angde, so I had the child christened Angela. As Tonnerre

said, ‘C’est un nom trfes gentil,’ but the child herself, when she grew up,

disliked it. It is perhaps an unusual name in England. My wife suffered

a good deal over this her last confinement, and I was told she required a

run home. Moreover, certain things had fallen out badly with regard

to my three boys who were with my brother Pearson at Corfe, near

Taunton, and there was urgent need for one of us to go home and put

things right. So by degrees the conviction grew on us that my wife must

go home. My financial position would not allow ofmy going, and as Sir

Richard Temple was about to leave Bengal I hoped that my prospects

would improve. Ravenshaw talked of taking leave, and under a new

Lieutenant-Governor I might have a chance of succeeding him. It

would not do for me to be absent at such a time, even if I had been

» See Joumaly Asiatic Society of Bengal, vol. xliv, p. 19, 1875.
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able to afford it. So during the cold weather of 1876-7 I made my
arrangements. The little girls were also, the elder of them at any rate,

getting to an age when they could no longer stay in India. All things

combined to force us to separate. We felt it very keenly. We had never

been parted for more than a few days at a time for eighteen years. But

it had to be done for my wife’s health and for the sake of the children.

But my preparations and our sorrows were, as was so often the case

with officials, interrupted by a great public event. On the ist January

1877 Lord Lytton, the Viceroy, held a magnificent Assembly at Delhi,

at which all the great feudatory nobles, princes and territorial magnates

attended in great pomp and splendour, with gay clothing, masses of

diamonds and jewels, elephants and horses with gilded and jewelled

trappings and all the brilliancy that can be imagined. The Viceroy was

attended by quantities of troops, councillors, heads of departments and

others, not to omit a vast cloud of newspaper reporters and globe-

trotters. There with solemn state Queen Victoria was proclaimed

Empress of India.

In every part of India it was ordered that there should be a similar

ceremony at the local capital. Cuttack, of course, was not going to be

behindhand. So I was ordered to construct a tent big enough to hold

all the people, great and small, who were to be invited. So wc set to

work and erected a big pavilion on the plain in front of the Fort. It

was made ofpoles and a roofof canvas, covered with red, blue and white

calico, and wreathed in wreaths of green leaves and palm branches.

Large numbers of flags waved from the top. Inside was a dais and rows

of chairs for the notables. The floor was covered with thick carpets, with

a strip of scarlet doth up the centre. Behind the dais was a gallery for

the ladies. The Regiment supplied a guard of honour. Ravenshaw, in

his blue and gold Windsor uniform, the Colonel in scarlet and gold, and

this humble writer in plain morning dress sat on the dais, and a brilliant

line of native Maharajas, Rajas and zemindars blazing with jewels sat

on one side, while on the other were all the European offidals and be-

hind, on both sides, a large aowd of natives.

Then the Queen’s proclamation was read, first in English, then in

Oiiya, and a Royal Salute (or something as near as we could get) was

fired. The native chiefs arose one by one and were led before the Com-
missioner to salute and be saluted. Then the servants went round with

silver scent sprinklers and silver trays with betel nut in little packets,

and every chief was duly sprinkled with attar of roses and presented

with a packet of betel. Then the ceremony ended and all departed. The
*King8 ofthe Amorites who dwell in the hills’ marched away surrounded
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by a small army of foUowers^we were obliged tc limit each king to

100 followers, which gave ^omc oflFence; Moyurbhanj had brought

600 with him—and a band discoursing barbaric, discordant music.

In the evening a social meeting was held in the same pavilion where

the chief European ofiSdals and their wives met and did their best to be

dvil to the native chiefs, while nich girls danced before them and sang

native songs through their noses. This lasted till long past midnight

when they all departed apparently weU-pleased.

As soon as this business was over and we had picked up the pieces I

went off to Calcutta with my .wife and children—five girls—and saw

them off on the steamer for England. Even at this distance oftime I can

recall the intense grief of that moment—I cannot dwell on it. A few

days later 1 returned by sea to my empty home.

It was some compensation to me that a few weeks later Ravenshaw

was appointed to offidate on the Board ofRevenue, and I was appointed

to act in his place as Commissioner of the Orissa Division. This pro-

motion involved an increase of pay amounting to about £800 a year,

making my total salary in round numbers £3,000 a year. But I had

heavy debts to pay and the expense of a wife and eight children in

England. The cost of the education of my three sons now began to

weigh heavily. They had cost me up to that time £100 a year each,

but they were now to cost a good defd more. In a very short time they

began to cost dose upon £200 a year each. As Commissioner I was

obliged to entertain a good deal, and was expected to subscribe more

than others to all kinds of objects. So my income did not do more than

meet the demands upon me.

The promotion, however, did me good by presenting to me a great

variety of new kinds of work. In addition to the three districts of Bala-

sore, Cuttack and Poorec, the Collectors of which were now under my
orders, I was ex-officio Superintendent of the Tributary States; in other

words a sort of bear-leader to seventeen petty chieftains living in the

hill country on the west of Orissa. I have not said much about these

people as far as I remember, and a brief account of them may perhaps

be interesting*

When the English conquered Orissa in 1803 with two regiments of

native troops from Madr^, the Marathas fled westwards through the

hill country back to their own land. Our knowledge of the geography of

Orissa was at that time so slight that Colonel Harcourt, who com-

manded the little force, did not venture to follow them. This did not

much matter as they were caught by Sir Arthur Wellesley at Assayc,

where they arrived in time to share in the crushing defeat of their
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nation. In the course, however, of his inquiries Colonel Harcourt and

the ChiefCommissioner, Mr Melvill, learnt ofthe existence ofa number

of independent or semi-independent chieftains, each ruling a small

traa of territory in those wild hills. Not understanding the status of

those men, and assuming them to be far more i>owerful than they really

were, Harcourt and Melvill executed on behalf of the British Govern-

ment treaties of alliance with each ofthem, by virtue ofwhich they were

to be confirmed in their possessions on payment of a peshkashy or small

flfinufll tribute. One cannot read without a smile in these treaties a

solemn promise on the part of each of these microscopic potentates not

to wage war against the British Government—as though a gnat should

promise not to fight an elephant. In later times, when we knew all about

these people, it was seen what a mistake we had made in treating them

as independent potentates. A careful study of the records and docu-

ments subsequently discovered proved beyond a doubt that those hill

chiefs had been from the earliest times feudal vassals of the Kings of

Orissa, under whom they held their land chiefly on the tenure ofmilitary

service. This they themselves now frankly admit. They say we knew

this all along, and everyone in Orissa knew it, but if Colonel Harcourt

was good enough to grant us the position of independent rulers it was

not our business to undeceive him. In spite oftheir treaties they willingly

consented to be treated as vassals, provided their peshkash or tribute

were not increased. They were then placed under the general manage-

ment of the Commissioner of Orissa who was ordered, as Superin-

tendent, to control them, guide them, elevate them and so forth.

At the same time he was not given any power over them. The Govern-

ment, by the treaties, had cut itselfofffrom exercising any power, and so

could not delegate to the Commisioner what it did not possess itself.

He was direaed to keep them in the paths of virtue by his ‘moral in-

fluence’. Here was a strange problem, and it is wonderful how it was

solved. It is typical of the way we have managed to rule India. First a

minute of instructions was drawn up and issued by the Government of

India. The chiefs were not asked whether they approved of these rules

or not. They were merely told that these rules would be enforced in

future. How they were to be enforced was not stated, but by this time

we had learnt how petty and powerless the chiefs were, and they had

learnt how overwhelmingly powerful we were, so there was no necessity

to enter ipto the question ofhow obedience was to be enforced. But the

‘how’ was illustrated by events which happened shortly after the pro-

mulgation of the rules. The Rajas of Angul and Binki, two of these

chiefs, after a long course of gross tyranny and oppression of their
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subjects refused to obey the British Government. Angul even went so

fir as to get up a small armed force for the purpose of rebellion. Where-
upon a handful of Sepoys was ^ent to Angul> the Raja was seized and
deposited in the Cuttack jail where he soon afterwards died, having, I

learn, shown unmistakable signs of insanity. The territory ofAngul was

annexed and governed thenceforth by a British official. A similar file

befell B^lnki, which was also annexed.

With these object lessons before them the other chiefs have ever

since been perfectly submissive.

The system in force in 1877 when I took charge was as follows. The
Rajas were allowed the general administration of their territories, but

any of their subjects who felt himself aggrieved by any aa of his Raja

might appeal to the Commissioner, who asked for an explanation from

the Raja, and finally decided what ought to be done and communicated

his decision to the Raja. If the Raja had refused to obey, no one exactly

knew what would have happened. But it was tacitly understood that he

would not refuse and, as a matter of fact, he knew better than to do so.

This is what is called 'moral influence’. When backed by bayonets it is

a great power. Moreover each Raja had a minister. This is a very

ancient native institution. Far back in dim antiquity, in the most ancient

books of the sacred Hindu law, the institution of the Mantri^ or Brah-

min minister beside the Raja is found, and terrible are the spiritual

punishments denounced against a Raja who refuses to follow the guid-

ance of his Mantri. Ravenshaw and his predecessors had in a great

number of cases induced the Rajas to appoint as Mantri persons of

their own choosing, and by selecting men who were natives of British

territory and had in many instances served in our courts and offices,

they secured a partisan at every Raja’s Court, and one, moreover, who
could be relied on to keep his Raja straight. The power of sentencing

men to death was withdrawn from the Chiefs, because it was found that

their ideas on this subject were not in accordance with modem views.

For instance, being all rigid Hindus by religion—^though several of

them were of non-Aryan or aboriginal descent—^they considered the

killing of a cow a heinous offence and one punishable by death. In

several places also the practice of human sacrifices was still in force.

All murder cases therefore had to be tried by the Commissioner, and if

a sentence ofhanging were pronounced it had to be sent up to Govern-

ment to be confirmed.

1 Oddly enough the Portuguese got hold of this word and applied it to the

counsellors of the Emperor of China in the form MandarinI The Persian word
‘Dewan* is now ordinarily applied to designate the Mantri, even by Hindu Rajaa.
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A curious instance of the survival of human sacrifice occurred in

Keonjhar, one of the largest of these petty states. It had been from

ancient times the custom that the Raja, at a particular stage of the very

long and intricate ceremony of coronation, should have a man brought

before him, should draw his sword and slay the man. A grant of rent-

free land was then given to the man’s heirs as compensation. But on the

first occasion of the accession of a Raja to the throne of Keonjhar after

the issue of the rules above-mentioned, the Commissioner, who was

present at the ceremony, forbade this part of it. Much discontent on the

part of the young Raja and all his family and court was caused, but of

course the Commissioner stood firm. After long discussion it was

arranged that the man should be brought before the Raja as usual, the

Raja was then to draw his sword and make a cut at the man, who was

to fall down as if dead, and to be at once carried off by the attendants.

He was then to disappear from the Raja’s territory, and to be carefully

on his guard never thereafter to approach the Raja or be seen by

him. He was in fact to be reckoned as dead. This compromise satis-

fied, or seemed to satisfy, all concerned.

There were in all seventeen of these Rajas; their territories varied in

extent. Those ofMoyurbhanj (sometimes erroneously written Mohurb-
hunge) and Keonjhar in the north of Orissa were very extensive, per-

haps about 3,000 square miles in extent. Dhenkanil in the centre was

about 2,000. The rest were much smaller. One pr two of them in fact,

such as Baramba and Tigaria, consisted ofonly about two dozen villages.

In each, however, there was a large fortified residence (called a Garh =
Fort) for the Raja, and from this cause they were collectively known as

the Gurhjftt, i.e. the Forts.

I had not been long in charge before a case occurred in one of these

Gurhjiit. The Raja of Daspal^, one of the worst of the lot, took a fancy

to a married woman, the wife of one of his subjects. He had her brought

into his zenana, and when the husband complained he was banished

from the ten square miles or so which constituted the Kingdom of

Daspalil, and threatened with death if he returned. So he wandered

away homeless. His house and all it contained were confiscated by the

Raja’s retainers. But in his wanderings the wretched man came across

people who were not afraid of His Majesty of Daspali, and advised

him to return and boldly claim his wife and property, and if they were

not given up to him to go to Cuttack and complain to the Bari Sahib.

So he plucked up courage and went to DaspaU. But as soon as he

appeared he was arrested by the Raja’s orders, taken into the Garh,

stripped and branded all over the body with red-hot irons. He fiunted,
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and his insensible body was cast out on the sandy bank of the river.

At night, however, some of his relations came secretly, put him into

a boat and carried him to Cuttack where he was received into the

hospital and healed. Then he came to me with his story, and showed
his back and thighs covered with long black streaks where he had been

branded.

This was a more outrageous case than ordinary. I therefore took

strong measures. I deposed the Raja and sent the order for his depo-

sition by the Superintendent of police. Pc ole, with a guard of native

police. Poole was instructed to tell the Raja that if he made the least

opposition to the police, I should send the regiment of Sepoys from

Cuttack. The Raja was a little insolent, but finally assured Mr Poole

that his accuser was lying, and that he would go into Cuttack and ex-

plain the matter to me. Meanwhile the man’s witnesses had been Sent

for, and on the Raja’s arrival I tried the case in the usual way. The
Raja’s guilt was clearly proved and also the complicity of his minister

and officials. I sent up a trustworthy man to conduct the administration

and dismissed the Dewan and chief dfficials. In the course of the trial

it came out that the Raja’s rule had for some time past been scandalously

tyrannous as well as corrupt. I therefore detained him in Cuttack and

reported the case to Government, recommending that the Raja should

be deposed and the administration carried on by a British officer until

the Raja’s son, a minor, should come of age and assume the manage-

ment. I gave the past history of the man, showed how repeatedly his

bad CQndua had been noticed by my predecessors, and how he had

persistently disregarded their remonstrances. The general disorder,

mismanagement and wretched condition of his subjects resulting fi'om

his oppression were also pointed out. The Raja was in great terror. He
was a big, black, bloated, unwholesome-looking beast, and his fear made
him look even worse than nature intended. He came to my house, flung

himself at my feet, tore off his turban and tried to place my foot on his

head, and wailed and howled so that I was obliged to have him removed

by my attendants. In his terror he released the woman, sent her back to

her husband adorned with jewels, sent him a big bag of money and a

deed, duly signed and sealed, conferring on him a large piece of land

rent-free for ever.

The Government were inclined to follow my advice, but doubted

whether they had power actually to depose the man. I did not think

they had myself, but the temporary deposal efleaed my object just as

well as a permanent one. Ravenshaw, being in Calcutta, was consulted

and gave his opinion against deposition, though admitting that the
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wretch deserved condign punishment. Eventually it was ordered that

the Raja should not be aaually deposed, but that he should for a time

be suspended from the administration of his State, which was to re-

main in the hands of the man sent by me. The Raja got a very severe

scolding, which he did not mind in the least, and was threatened that

next time he would be deposed and probably imprisoned.

With many of these ^jas threats and admonitions were useless, be-

cause they had not the wits to understand what was expected of them.

They were wild, jungly, uncivilized creatures, mere savages in fact.

Others were more intelligent and educated. Much good was done by the

Superintendent’s lours. He went round every year and inspected the

Raja’s Court and offices, blaming or praising as the case might be, indi-

cating improvements and so on. By this means a rough sort of adminis-

tration, quite as civilized as the people were fitted for, was maintained,

and the mistake was avoided of trying to govern on principles of the

highest cultivation a primitive people living in the forests, many of

whom wore no clothing but the leaves of trees, and lived on roots and

such game as they could shoot with their rude bows and arrows.

I gained much insight into the habits and manners of the Gurhjat

people by an incident which occurred this year. The Maharaja ofDhen-

kanil was one of the richest of the Gurhjat chiefs. His territory was the

third in extent, and though a good deal of it was covered with forests,

there was a large extent of cultivation and the people were prosperous

under his rule. He had built himselfa large and imposing palace in Euro-

pean style—he supposed it to be a facsimile ofthe Commissioner’s resid-

ence, the Lai Bagh, at Cuttack. The sanitation ofhis town ofDhenkanU
was well attended to and he had built and maintained a hospital, a school

and a guest house. He was an inunense man weighing twenty-two stone
—^but big as he was he was a keen sportsman, and used to be carried into

the forest to shoot tigers in a vast octagonal sort of couch or chair on

poles borne by twenty-four men. For some years he had been a sufferer

from some internal disease, and to ease his pain he indulged in the

national habit of taking opium in pills. Stewart, the doctor at Cuttack,

had been trying to reduce the amount of opium that he took, and had

instructed him, when an attack of pain from his internal disease came

on, to take some medicine (I forget what) instead ofmorphia. One night

the Maharaja woke up in pain, and finding none of the drug recom-

mended by Stewart in his room, sent a man down to the hospital for

some. The native doctor in charge—^a Bengali—^woken up in the middle

ofthe night, went sleepily with a lamp to his dispensing room, took

down what he thought was the proper tetde, measured out a sufficient
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quantity and sent it up to the Palace. The Maharaja took it, and then

discovc^ by the taste that it was the wrong stuff! He began to be

very ill and in fearful pain. Mounted messengers were sent off at once to

Stewart in Cuttack (fifty miles off) to beg liim to come at once. Stewart

packed up his stomach-pump, got on his horse and rode off. He arrived

in time, though the poor old Raja’s limbs were getting blue and livid.

By applying the proper remedies he was brought round at last. Stewart

then asked to see the bottle and discovered that it was a poison.^ He at

once started off to the dispensary to question the native doctor, but on
arriving there found that he had disappeared! When the news that the

Raja had been poisoned reached the dispensary, the timid Bengali,

knowing that he was the cause of the accident, was panic-stricken. He
rushed out of the building into the darkness, and was never seen again.

A hue and cry was raised, detectives were employed, inquiries were

made in all directions, even in his native place in Bengal, but that native

doctor was never found. The people of DhenkanM unanimously be-

lieve that he wandered into the jungle which lies dense aU round their

little town, and was killed and eaten by the tigers and other wild beasts

which abound there. This is highly probable, and to look for a dead

man’s bones in the jungle would be to search for a needle in a bundle of

hay. All we could say was that he had disappeared.

The Maharaja recovered for the moment, but the shock to his health

was serious. He did not long survive it, dying some two or three months

later. He left only one son, a minor, and his State therefore was taken

charge of by Government in the same way as Court of Wards numage-

ment. I had to go there and inquire into everything, from the finances

and Courts ofJustice to the Palace cooking-pots; and to arrange a scheme

for the future management of the State, and the maintenance of the

deceased Maharaja’s family, and the education and care of the minor.

Had this been an ordinary zemindari, the task would have been easy

enough, and such as I had done often before. But in the first place we
had no legal right at all to interfere in a Tributary (as it was called) and

quasi-independent State, and secondly the wishes and feelings and

superstitions and pride and crazes of all kinds of the Royal Family, as

' The stuff the Raja ought to have taken was 'hydro'—something, and the

stuffwhich the native doctor sent him was 'hydro'—something else and a deadly

poison. In examining the botdes on the dispensary shelves afterwards, Stewart

found several bottles of 'hydro' this and 'hydro* that close to one another, so

arranged that only the word 'hydro* on the label was visible, the rest of the

label being hidden by the neighbouring bottle. It was a pure mistake and the

native doctor need not have been so frightened about it. But then he was a

Bengali, and Bengalis are the funkiest race in the world.
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well as of the population of the State, had to be considered. Financially

DhenkanM was highly prosperous, the revenues though not large were

respectable, the late Maharaja had been a prudent and moderate man
and an excellent administrator; his only extravagance consisted in lavish

(but not reckless) generosity to all around him. But the very excellen-

cies of his character caused a difficulty. He had had a long reign and

had so endeared himself to his people that they could not endure to see

any of his arrangements altered in the least. Every suggestion for im-

provement was met by the most determined opposition.

Ultimately I concluded to leave well alone, not thinking that it was

judicious to insist on mere technical improvements at the risk of

wounding the laudable, if mistaken, feelings of the people.

As to the family, they did not count. There was, at the back of the

Palace, it is true, a large, gloomy building surrounding a big courtyard

in which I was told there were som^ sixty-odd females composing the

late Prince’s harem. But it was matter of common notoriety that the

state of his health had prevented him for many years past from fre-

quenting the society of his wives, and I was told by the Palace servants

that he never even visited the harem.

It further appeared that it was customary among these Orissa princes

when a Raja died to disperse his harem, and to allow the ladies to go

away and marry again—provided only that they had not borne any

children to the deceaseJ. Those who had, had to remain and were en-

titled to maintenance for their lifetime. As there was only one child, the

minor, it was feasible to make a considerable clearance of the gloomy

building. A large reduction was also made in the Palace servants, whose

name was Legion. The system of payment and employment of these

was curious. For every post there were two tenants, two head footmen,

two head cooks (Bralunins). On asking the reason of this I learnt that

all the servants without exception were paid, not in cash, but by grants

of rent-free land, and it was necessary to have two men for each post

so that one might be away tilling the land while the other was on duty

at the Palace. They took it in turn like Lords-in-Waiting to the Queen.

Even the twenty-four men whose duty it was to carry the Raja in his

big travelling couch were in reality forty-eight—half ofwhom were on

duty at a time while the other half were away fanning their lands. A
strange system but, as no one got any money, it was not expensive.

Land was plentiful enough in those sparsely peopled jungles.

After a stay of some days busily engaged in settling and arranging

everything, I returned to Cuttack. I find in one ofmy letters to Elliot,

written immediately after my return home, a description ofthis journey.
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I copy it here, as it is a good instance of the difficulties of travelling

during the rains in some parts of India. The whole distance was only

about fifty miles.

‘Cuttack. August 31. 1877.

‘Left DhankanM at seven last nighty and only just got too far to go
back when down it came—^heavy rain like hail—^thunder and lightning

walloping all round. The bearers don’t wear much clothes, and they

seemed not to like it on their skins. However, just as they were giving

in up came the Jemadar with a lantern in his hand, which he informed

me he had snatched up from the Raja’s own room on seeing the rain.

It was a wonderful affair with panes of red and blue glass which shed a

ghastly light on the thick forest on either hand. This amazing little

man who is a Pachima^ or up-country man (quite a title ofhonour down
here), is a small ex-sowar Musulman and consists of a pair of extensive

boots, a sword, a medal and a voice. By dint of calling the bearers

alternately “beta” and “betich
—”* and much shrieking and galloping to

and fro he induced them to go on. At last we came to a nullah, nothing

at all usually, but now a deep, roaring torrent. There was nothing to

be done but to put the pMki down and send back to DhenkanU for an

elephant. As I sat boxed up, smoking a pipe amidst the warfare of the

elements, with the shivering bearers crouching under the trees, smoking

one dgar of mine among them and the rain rattling down on the pidki

roof, and one small, cold thread ofwet slowly creeping under one thigh

from a crack in the door, it occurred to me that my lines on DhenkanU
in my last letter did not quite hit off the correct pronunciation of the

word. Bawl does not rhyme with DhenkanM. It occurred to me that the

language of “our lively neighbours” (as the newspapers say) would hit

off the sound better.

So I improvised this;

Je stds parti de Dhenkandl

Par un chemn trh~indgal

Un gros orage tropical

Versait son torrent plteoiale

Et tout autour de Dhenkandl

Hurlaient les loups at les chacals,

Les sentiers de Dhenkandl

^ Pachima means a from the North-Western Provinces. They are much
looked up to for their superior valour by the unwarlike Bengalees and Ohyas.

*Bx-sowar* means that he had formerly been a trooper in a Cavalry Regiment.
s Beta»soaand ‘betich— (1 do not give it in full) a peculiarly obscene term

of abuse very common among natives.
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Mtnent d la faret virginale

Dant les bocages fleuris exhalent

Un parfum trh-original.

(There is a lot more, but this may suffice—^the page is tom off.) ‘After

this arrove two elephants. The bigger of the two really a fine beast, a

mighty tusker full ten feet high. They hoisted my pi’ki bodily on to

his back, crosswise, the two poles almost touching the trees. I mounted

the lesser beast. It was one of those weird Rembrandt pictures one sees

occasionally. Figure to yourself a narrow road shaded by tall trees and

bordered by dense jungle. Crossing it a very black nasty-looking nullah

with steep sides altogether imcanny and dangerous looking. Moonlight,

but very sickly and fitful owing to the heavy, slow-moving clouds. In

front in the rift between the trees, a big elephant looking double his size

in the strange, uncertain light with a pUki towering higher still; behind,

a confused glare oftorches and crowds ofdusky men crossing the nullah

in batches on the other elephant. Can’t you see the scene? Its weird

effects of light and shade, great black masses with points of light here

and there and the mysterious, sickly moonlight over all. If in addition

you had your feet wet, as well as half your right leg, were rather sleepy

and shaken to pieces, were anxious about the safety of your office-box

on the head of a naked savage fording the stream with water up to his

armpits, and were in addition aware ofsome ten nullahs, all unbridged,

plus the vast Mahanadi between you and Cuttack, you would be in a

position to appreciate all the ghastly grandeur of the scene. Fortunately

I had a brandy-flask with me and partook thereof, also thanks to the in-

defatigable Jemadar, his boots and his voice, we passed unscathed

through all the perils of the road and at dawn reached the Mahanadi

where lay the Pioneer, A table on deck with shining tablecloth, eggs,

toast, tea, and other necessaries greeted me there, and I was safe at

home by eight o’clock.’

Another serious case which occurred this year arose from the mis-

conduct of the highest native prince in Orissa. It was extremely difficult

to deal with owing to the exalted rank and p>eculiarly sacred position of

the culprit, who though in reality a silly, debauch^, half-witted boy,

was regarded by the Hindus of Orissa as a living embodiment oS their

great god Jagannath. The ancient Kingdom of Orissa had been ruled

by a long succession of dynasties till the Mahommedan conquest in

the sixteenth century. When that cataclysm took place, the sovereign,

fleeing from his capital of Cuttack, took refuge in the difficult hill coun-

try to the south-west, where he and his successon maintain^ a pre-

carious semi-independent position at Khurda until the days of British
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rule. Their vicissitudes and family history are too varied and com*
plicated to be here related. It may suffice to say that the British Govem-
ment) in accordance with its invariable practice of recognizing all just

claims, allowed the Raja of Khurda as we called him—^the King of
Orissa as the people considered him—^to enjoy the revenues of several

very large and fertile pargannahs (= counties), partly for his own
maintenance, and partly for the support of the celebrated temple of

Jagannath at Pooree, the well-known place of pilgrimage. This temple
was founded by a King of Orissa in the twelfth century, and subsequent

kings had protected it, given it large endowments, and held it as their

chief glory to be reckoned among the servants of the god. On the day

of the great festival when Jagannath rides abroad in his Car, the King
sweeps the steps in front of the temple with a golden broom.

It was found necessary to remove the King from his mountain retreat

at Khurda, to place the administration of his estates in the hands of

Government officials, who merely handed over to him the revenues

they colleaed, and to settle him and his family in a large and handsome

palace in the town of Pooree close to the temple, of which he was still

the recognized and acknowledged guardian^and chief manager. Certain

duties were imposed upon him in this capacity, chief among which was

that of keeping order among the vast crowds of pilgrims who flocked

every year to the festivals, especially to the crowning solemnity of all,

the Car Festival. On this occasion it was his duty to enrol a large number

of special constables to prevent overcrowding and admit the pilgrims to

the temple in order. He was also bound to arrange with the numerous

priests within the vast enclosure ofthe temple as to the times and order

ofcelebration ofthe various pujas or sacrifices, so that the pilgrims might

be able to attend them and perform their religious ceremonies without

hindrance or confusion. The task was a difficult one owing to the im-

mense crowds, generally about a million people, men and women, who
assembled on those occasions; also on account of the intricacy of the

ceremonies which each pilgrim had to perform, and more than all on

account of the shameless rapacity of the temple priests, who levied fees

from the pilgrims at every stage of the proceedings and sometimes

stopped the ceremonies un^ they were paid, thus causing extreme con-

fusion among the crowds who were pressing in with frantic shouts and

every kind of extravagant enthusiasm.

The interior of the temple was cut up into numerous courtyards

divided by high stone walls pierced by narrow doorways. In each court

were two or three shrines. The pilgrims had to visit each of these in

succession, and as they could not find their way through this labyrinth
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unaided there was a large number of official guides or parihAris^ eadi

of whom took charge of a batch of pilgrims and piloted them through

courtyard after courtyard, till they finally reached the shrine ofthe great

Jagannath, worshipped there and were sent away through a side door.

No European and no native in European dress might enter the temple,

but to keep order inside and see that all the arrangements were properly

carried out, a native Deputy Magistrate dressed in native costume of

simple waist-doth and scarf (dhoti and chadar), bare-headed, bare-

footed, was allowed to enter and remain in the temple till all the pil-

grims had passed through. At every shrine the parihAris demanded a

fee from the pilgrims and refused to let them pass till it was paid. It was

the Deputy Magistrate’s very difficult duty to insist on the pilgrims

being allowed to pass without being too severely fleeced. Outside the

temple, in addition to the Maharaja’s spedal constables, the Magistrate

and District Superintendent of police collected a large force of police.

The approach to the Lion Gate, the entrance to the temple, was barri-

caded with strong posts fixed firmly in the ground forming a narrow

lane, so that the pilgrims had to form a queidCy and enter one by one.

These precautions sufficed in ordinary years, and no accidents had

occurred for a long time past. It is a vulgar error to suppose that people

throw themselves under the wheels of Jagannath’s Car and are crushed

to death. Such an event never happens, and if it ever did happen in

former times—^which is strenuously denied by the priests—it must

have been from some leper or other diseased wretch suddenly breaking

through the cordon, and flinging himself before the Car so suddenly

that those who drew it could not stop it before it had passed over the

body of the suppliant. But so averse is the spirit of Vishnu worship^

from the shedding of blood, that if such an event had ever happened it

would have been regarded as a serious calamity, and the ceremonial un-

purity thereby caused would have had to be expiated by many costly

sacrifices.

In the present day the road down which the Car passes is fenced on

both sides, and a continuous line ofpolice guards the whole route—about

a mile in length. Moreover the front ofthe Car is armed with a powerful

*cow-catcher’ such as are used on railway engines, whidi would

effeaually prevent any body ofman or animal being crushed under the

wheels.

I have never been able to discover how this extraordinary error about

the Car ofJagannath arose.

^ Jagannath means Lord of the World. It is a name of Krishna, the wdl-
known incarnation of the god Vishnu.
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But to return to my narrative. In tiie year 1877 there occurred^

according to the calculations of the Brahmin astrologers of Benares^ a
conjunction of stars which only happens once in a hundred or more
years. The year in which such a conjunction happens is specially sacred
and those who make the pilgrimage to the shrine of Jagannath reap
special benefits. In such a year, therefore, an unusually large concourse
of pilgrims might be expected. The Benares Pandits wrote to the Maha-
raja to inform him, so that he might make extra preparations. The
Maharaja, however, consulted the Pooree astrologers and they asserted

that the Benares men were wrong, and that no such conjunction of
planets would take place that year. It was in vain that some sensible

men represented to the silly boy that all northern India believed in the

Brahmins of Benares and would be guided by them, so that whether
they were right or wrong the announcement which they made of a

specially holy year was sure to be widely believed, and the rush of pil-

grims would ht immense. He obstinately stuck to the opinion of his

Pooree astrologers and refused to make any preparations beyond the

ordinary.

When the time came, an unprecedented large number of pilgrims

arrived and terrible confusion ensued. Joseph Armstrong, the Magis-
trate, with as large a force of police as he could muster, sat on his horse

all night before the Lion Gate keeping back the great surging multitude

who filled the broad, open space as far as the eye could reach, all eagerly

pressing into the temple. At midnight a new day would begin and the

religious merit of visiting the god would be over. All day they had
been crowding in, but at nightfall there were still thousands eagerly

pressing forward ere it was too late. Half a dozen times Armstrong
sent messengers to the Raja for help. But though the boy had a large

number ofguards in the palace he refused to send any of them, alleging

that he required them all for his own protection, which was nonsense as

no one even dreamt of attacking him. Nor would he come out and

address the crowd, a step which would have had great effect owing to

the veneration with which his person was regarded. He had already

caused great confusion by delaying earlier in the day to send to the

Head Priest permission to begin certain sacrifices. This he did because

at that moment an enormously wealthy merchant was with him, who
offered a large sum for the privilege ofbeing the first to enter the temple,

which ensures certain special spiritual benefits. The Maharaja and the

merchant could not agree as to the sum to be paid for this privilege, and

while they were haggling the worship was delayed. This made the crowd
still more impatient. At last, towards midnight, the crowd grew
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unmanageable. The District Superintendent of police was thrown fiom

his horse and badly trampled upon. Armstrong only saved himself by

freely using a stout blackthorn cudgel which he had brought from his

native Antrim. The mass of men and women stormed the barrier and

rushed into the entrance hall of the temple. Thence they had to go by
a narrow passage into the first court. The parih&ris in fear shut the door

and a crowd jammed into the dark^ dosed passage. Then someone from

within shouted a command to open the door. It was opened and the

pent-up crowd, thrust forward by those behind, poured itself into the

court. The foremost pilgrims were thrown down, trampled upon and

killed. The frightened parih^s seeing blood flowing, fled shrieking

that men had been killed. The rumour spread through all the temple

courts. The doorkeepers at the Lion Gate, men spedally selected for

their great strength—«ight stalwart Brahmins—by a mighty effort thrust

back the crowd and banged the great doors together.

The Brahmin cooks who had just finished cooking the sacred food

for the god, hearing the cry that blood had been shed in the temple, at

once threw all the food away as defiled, and standing on the top of the

walls near their cook rooms, shouted to the crowd below that all was

over—^the temple was defiled—^the pilgrimage was useless—^the festival

was at an end.

A wail of disappointment and despair went up from the vast crowd,

and it was a very difficult matter to induce them to go away. It was day-

light before this was accomplished and the Deputy Magistrate could get

out of the temple to tell Armstrong exactly what had happened. Six

men, I think, had been crushed to death at one door and one or two

others in other places, and nearly a million people had journeyed hun-

dreds ofmiles for nothing, the sacred precincts had been defiled by blood,

costly expiatory rites would be necessary—and all this because a half

imbecile boy would not do his duty. When they went to tell him of the

accident, he was so drunk he could not understand what was said to

him.

As soon as the news of this catastrophe reached me, I reported it to

Government and at once started for Pooree to inquire into the matter. I

held a long and careful investigation in which I was well supported by

the High Priest, a genial, highly educated old man. He rivaU^ the old

Maharaja of Dhenkan^ in size and boasted that he was ten or fifteen

pounds heavier. He was furious with the Maharaja ofPooree for his mis-

management. The temple priests, however, perjured themselves firedy;

though they had suffered from the accident and knew that it was ibt

Maharaja’s fault, their traditional veneration for the ‘Walking Vishnu’
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led them to lie their best to screen him. From the boy himself I could

get nothing but incoherent mumblings.

The result of the inquiry was to establish his guilt. It was difficult to

know how to punish him. We could not well take from him his here-

ditary functions in connexion with the temple. No living Hindu would
have dared to usurp his place. Eventually the Viceroy deprived him of

his title of Maharaja, and ordered that he was to be c^ed Raja merely.

This, of course, did not affect him in the least. It could not matter to

him or to the people of Orissa what a handful of foreigners might

choose to call him. To himselfand his people he would always remain

their liege lord and an incarnation of Vishnu.

Nemesis overtook him, however, soon after. Being displeased with

an old fakir who visited him at Pooree, he ordered him to be put to the

torture in a particularly brutal fashion and then thrown over the palace

wall into a lane behind. The police patrol passing by the head of the

lane at night heard groans, and by the light of their bull’s-eyes dis-

covered the old man nearly dead. They carried him to the hospital

where he lingered long enough to make a dying deposition to a Magis-

trate. The Maharaja was arrested, tried and sentenced to imprisonment

for life. He is now, if sdll alive, at the convict prison on the Andaman
Islands. Immense excitement was aroused all over Orissa and crowds

assembled round the Judge’s court every day during the trial. The boy

was smuggled away at night with a strong guard to the steamer. No
actual outbreak occurred, though the authorities fully expeaed it and

had taken their measures accordingly. But the Oriyas are too timid for

actual emeutes. The Maharaja had a son who was placed in charge of

the Court of Wards, and has probably by this time succeeded to his

father’s rank and position.

After this I went for a tour along the beautiful shores of the Chilka

Lake, and spent some time at Khurda working hard at the settlement of

the revenue and rent arrangements of the estate. It is a wild, romantic,

hilly country inhabited by a strangely backward old-world race. I re-

gretted I had no time to stay longer among them and study their quaint

customs and old traditions. I had, however, time to visit the Buddhist

monastery at Khandagiri, which consists of ranges of caves hollowed

out of the red sandstone rock and beautifully carved. I also visited the

far-famed rock of Dhauli whereon is sdll to he seen the long inscripdon

carved by order of King Asoka, the great propagator of Buddhism, in

A.D. 240. The inscripdon has often been copied and translated, the

letters are sdll, after the lapse of two thousand years, quite clear and

legible.Afew milesoffstands the majesdc temple ofSiva at Bhuvaneswar.
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The creed of Siva displaced Buddhism, only to be displaced in its

turn by the now all-prevalent cult of Vishnu, whose temple at Pooree

attracts yearly a thousand times as many votaries as the grander but

negleaed Bhuvaneswar.

I next paid a visit to my old district of Balasore, where the good folk

received me very cordially. They illuminated the town and station, had

fireworks, ^n&ches’ and feastings. This made my successor rather

jealous, and he had the bad taste to refuse to take part in the rejoicings.

In November my dear wife came back, bringing our two youngest

children, Gertrude aged five and Angela aged two; also an English

nurse, a Dorsetshire girl, Emma Gale. Much to my disgust, moreover,

Ravenshaw came back also a few days later. We had hoped that he

would not return, and I had rather set my heart on being made perma-

nent Commissioner of Orissa—sed dis aliter visum. Sir Ashley Eden, the

Lieutenant-Governor who had succeeded Temple, thought that I had
been too long in Orissa, and at the beginning of 1878 transferred me as

Commissioner and Judge to Chittagong.

I was bitterly disappointed at leaving Orissa, to which I had grown
very much attached, and I feared Chittagong which had an evil reputa-

tion for unhealthiness. But of course there was no help for it. We sold

most ofour furniture, packed up the rest, and on the 14th February 1878

left Orissa after a residence there ofnine years.



CHAPTER XX

Chittagong, 1878-1879

Among my letters to Elliot I find one which gives the account of our

vo]rage to Chittagong far more vividly than I could write it now from
memory after the lapse of twenty-two years. I will, therefore, insert it

here. It is dated 27 February 1878.

*Arrove this morning and found your letter. Where did I leave off,

and how shall I begin the long and varied tale of our wanderings and

vicissitudes? Breaking up our beautiful house and garden was too heart-

rending. It was so stately and handsome with all the new things my wife

had brought from home. However we packed away, and sold our furni-

ture. Then came the last day—^the parting at Jobra Gh&r. There was a

very<iarge crowd to see us oft, both of natives and Europeans. Many
cried-^we were all very much affected and I felt very much like crying

myself. My wife wept copiously, and so we steamed away with waving

of hats and handkerchiefs till we were out of sight. We were delayed

four days at False Point by the steamer being late and in consequence*

only had three days in Calcutta, one of which was Sunday, so there was

much running to and fto, much to do and very little time to do it in.

We put up with old Stalkartt at Goosery near Howrah. He is hospitality

incarnate, and his big house on the riverside is always full of people who
come and go, and stay for as long as they like, call for what they want

and make themselves quite at home. I called on the Lieutenant-Governor

who was very savage and nasty on account of his Canal scheme! Of
which more anon. On Sunday evening after a royal dinner at Stalkartt’s

we got into his barge—Beaulieu they call it—^and were rowed down the

river to our steamer. Both shores are now lighted with gas, as is also

the Howrah bridge. Floating down the silent, dark river under the

stars was like Venice. Between the rows of black shipping and the lights

on shore the effect was very striking. Presently we came to the Calcutta^

brilliantly lighted, out in the middle of the river, scrambled on board

and into our cabins where we went to sleep. When we woke next

morning we were dropping down the river past Garden Reach, and

soon were under fiill steam and away. . . . For two days we steamed

across the Bay of Bengal. On Wednesday morning I was on deck with

the first streak of dawn and found we were at anchor in a jobbing sea.

As it got light, behold on our starboard bow a long, low line of coast,
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densely wooded, with a broken outline oflow hills in the distance; away

to the north a large fleet of native craft bearing down upon us from the

Sundarbans, and all round us a noisy crowd of naked boatmen in sam-

pans.^ When the sun rose we weighed anchor and stood in for a wide

river up which we steamed some three or four miles. It was very wide,

very winding and very muddy—^low hills on both sides and the densest

vegetation—^the loveliest palmery—^imaginable. Suddenly, at the turn

of a comer, a mass of English, French and Yankee ships—^long lines of

godowns on piles—a jetty—^a flagstaff—roofs peeping over the trees

—

fringe ofpalm above them, and above that again a lot ofcurious little hills

each with a crown of tall casuarina trees and a bungalow. In the ex-

treme distance, faintly seen through the haze, the blue mountains of

Burmah—voild Chittagong.’

The Chittagong Division is the easternmost comer of Bengal and lies

on the eastern or Burmese side ofthe Bay. A very large proportion ofthe

population are Mughs, a race akin to the Burmese. Another, and per-

haps larger, section consists of Bengali Musulmans, the most quarrel-

some, litigious, vindictive race in India. Many of them are bold and

skilful sailors and supply the crews of most of the steamers and sailing

vessels in the Indian waters. The town of Chittagong owes its import-

ancc as a sea-port originaUy to the Portuguese, who settled there in the

fifteenth century and made it the headquarters of their trade and the

favourite hiding place of the piratical gangs which, under Gonsalvez

and other half-caste Portuguese ruffians, infested the Bay of Bengal and

were formidable opponents of the Moghul Empire. It is sdll a sink of

iniquity, full of the scum of various nations: Bengalis, Hindu and

Musulman, Mughs, Portuguese, and others. It is deadly unhealthy, iso-

lated from the rest of India, and the work is not only heavy but of a

peculiarly troublesome and intricate kind. The dirt, the noxious vermin,

and the smells are unique. 'Chittagong the Loathsome’ we called it. But

perhaps I had better describe it more in detail.

The distria of Chittagong is a long, narrow strip bounded on the

west by the Bay of Bengal, on the east by a tangled network of low,

densely-wooded hills. It is not more than thirty miles wide and over one

hundred miles in length. Several large rivers issue from the hills and fall

into the Bay. On the largest of these, the Kamaphuli, about five miles

from its mouth, lies the town of Chittagong. This consists of a loosely

arranged network ofstreets along the river, and up a creek, the old Porto

Grande of the Portuguese. Here there is a large Roman Catholic cathe-

^ A ‘sampan* is a very curious kind of boat, a long, low, canoe-shaped affiur

sphtcing into two at the stem. It is practically unupsettable.
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dnl and bishop’s residence of masonry, round which cluster the houses
of the Portuguese, built of mat and thatch, and raised, as are all the

houses in these parts, on stout piles, thus leaving under the house an
open space some three feet high, which is a receptacle for garbage and
refuse of all kinds. Large warehouses belonging to the English, French
and native merchants line the bank of the river, and the rest of the

space is occupied by the huts of the native (principally Musulman)
population, with one or two large, handsome brick mosques. The whole
of this quarter is shrouded in rich vegetation, palms, plantains, man-
goes and other trees bound together by huge tropied creepers and

thick undergrowth, amidst which gleam pools of black and stagnant

water. This low-lying tract is bounded on the north by a spur of the

hills, cut up into a number of small, conical hills by ravines. On each

of these hiUs is a European house surrounded by casuarina trees, the

slopes covered with wild turmeric plants. There are also large court-

houses and public offices, a big Protestant church, schools and post

office. From these sandy hills gush out here and there springs of fresh

water, jealously fenced and guarded, which supply the inhabitants with

drinking-water. From these hilltops the eye ranges landwards over a

rich, fertile plain bounded in the ffistance by beautiful blue hills. The
scenery is everywhere cnchantingly lovely. I have never seen so lovely

a place to look at, nor one so loathsome to live in. There was postal

communication by land with Calcutta daily, but for parcels and goods

of all descriptions and for entering the place or leaving it, we were de-

pendent on a fortnightly steamer firom Calcutta.

Here is another scrap from one of my letters to Elliot; ‘As we sit

here in a veranda hung with orchids in bloom we look down on masses

ofpalms and other trees, and on litde specks ofmen and carts craWling

far below—^the great white river full of ships beyond, and over the long

line of trees we can see the faint blue line of the sea. The scenery of this

place is perfectly lovely, roads running in deep gorges between wooded

hills, no end to the palms and little sparkling waterfalls. But alas ! the

things which our feeble human nature requires for its comfort are very

bad. Servants get very high wages, and are the most awful scum that

you could dream ofin a nightmare. The houses swarm with vermin and

are dilapidated beyond belief.’

On the low sandhills which intersected the plain in all directions were

extensive tea gardens. The tea-plant flourishes here and yields a tea

finer, in my opinion, than any other district of India—Ceylon had

not started tea in those days. There were consequently many European

tea-planters, chiefly English and Scotch, a rough, rowdy bachelor lot.
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There was also a small colony ofFrenchmen, beaded by a fiinny, little

old, parched pea of a man, M. de Termes, ^Agent Consulaire de la

France’, as he styled himself, with a pleasant wife and daughter.

In the hills to the east of Chittagong lived a curious population of

semi-Burmese tribes—Mughs, Chakmas and others. Tliis tract had

been formed into a non-regulation distria called the 'Chittagong Hill

Tracts’, with a Deputy Commissioner, Major Evans Gordon, a charm-

ing, pleasant, courteous, brilliant young fellow, who thoroughly under-

stood the wild, primitive people he had to govern. He had a small

military force under him for the defence of the frontier. For across the

frontier lived a congeries of still wilder tribes known generally as

Lushais, but locally divided into Howlongs, Syloos, Shendoos and other

barbaric designations. These all were much addicted to raiding and the

military force was kept at Rang^unati, the capital of the Hill Tracts, to

overawe them. Gordon was assisted by an Assistant, one Jarbo; a

Superintendent of police, Crouch, and an old Portuguese, Inspector

Rosario.

We were supremely unhappy at Chittagong. In fact we spent there

two of the most miserable years of our existence. The contrast to Cut-

tack where we had been so happy, was cruel. Sir Ashley Eden, the

Lieutenant-Governor, was unfriendly to me and put junior men into

good appointments over my head. The pay ofthe appointment ofCom-
missioner and Judge of Chittagong was less by some £350 a year than

that of other Commissionerships, though, as everyone said, a man ought

to have been paid higher, and not lower, for having to live in such a

place. And it was a terrible burden to have the work of Judge, wcffk of

which I had no previous experience, added to the already veryheavy

work of Commissioner.^ The two posts were, in fact, incompatible. The
work of one interfered with that of the other. If I devoted time to the

administrative work of Commissioner, I got into trouble with the High

^ The amalgamation of the two posts was one of Sir George Campbell*8
eccentric steps. Wishing to obtain funds for raising the salaries of Collectors, he
provided a portion by doubling up the two Chittagong posts, though everyone

who had a voice in the matter pointed out the objections. Finally, after being a
serious hindrance to public business and a source of constant friction between
Government and the High Court, the arrangement came to a hopeless deadlock.

When the general revenue settlement ofthe greater part ofthe district took place,

the zemindars had by law a right to sue Government in the Civil Courts if

dissatisfied with their assessment. It thus became impossible that the man who,
as Commissioner, was chiefly responsible for the assessment should, as Judge,
sit to decide apf^s against it. The legal profession and the general public

raised such an outcry against this state of things that the unnatural oombination
had to be dissolved ^er lasting about seven years (1873-80).
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Court for neglecting my judicial work as Judge, and vice versa. The
arrangement was an unworkable one. Fortunately circumstances arose

(though after my time) whi(± compelled the Government to sever the

two posts and appoint a separate officer as Judge.

But it is now time to narrate the events of our new life in some sort

of chronological order. We had hardly been a week in the place, and
were still in all the confusion of unpacking and settling in a new house,

when Sir Ashley Eden arrived in his steamer with all his staff on a tour

of inspection. Great men in office do not stop to think how much
trouble they cause. Being new to the place I was, of course, quite un-

able to explain anything about the work and, indeed, hardly knew my
way from one office to another. My predecessor had departed, and the

Collector was an idle fellow who took no sort of interest in his work, so

I fear the Lieutenant-Governor did not get siich an insight into affairs

as he would have done had he timed his visit better. Serve him right!

He only stayed some three days and then, much to our joy, depaned.

An incident, trifling in itself, may be mentioned as indicative of the

petty pride and jealousy which the French always display towards the

English. As usual, triumphal arches were ereaed to welcome the

Lieutenant-Governor and all the public buildings had flags, all the

ships both English and foreign in the harbour were also decorated. Only

the flagstaff at the French Consul’s office remained bare. As we stood

on the jetty to receive the great man, whose vessel was already in sight

coming up the river, the Collector of Customs pointed this out to me.

I at once sent an officer to ask M. dc Termes, with my compliments, why
he did not fly his flag. He replied that he would not do so, so long as the

insult to the ‘drapeau fran9ais’ was kept up. Our messenger returned

with this answer and p>ointed to the Government Customs brig which

was dressed with flags from stem to stem. We then noticed that the top-

most flag on the mainmast was an ordinary signalling flag, while in the

second place, just below it, was a French tricolour! To put the French

flag lower than any other was, in M. de Termes’s opinion, an insult. Wc
laughed, but I at once ordered the flags to be changed and the French

flag to be put above the other. It did not take many minutes to make the

change, and as soon as it was done M. de Termes, who was watching

through his glass from the window of his office, at once hoisted both

the Union Jack and the tricolour together with a perfect rag-fair of other

flags ! It was only just in time, for a few minutes after the Lieutenant-

Governor’s steamer rounded the point. I must do de Termes the justice

to say that he told me afterwards that he himself cared nothing about

the matter, and thought it childish to make a fiiss about what was
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evidently a mere accident; but he was surrounded by Frenchmen, any

one ofwhom might, and probably would, have reported the circumstance

to Paris, and tht result would have hcca that he would have lost his

appointment!! For a good many years after the Franco-Prussian War
the French were very touchy about their dignity. I experienced evidence

of this at a later time when I was at Hoogly, as will be related in its

place.

The natives had put up mottoes in English and Bengali over the

public buildings and triumphal arches. These mostly consisted of

‘Welcome’, but over the Public Hospital some wag had put up the line

which Dante read over tlie gate of Hell—or rather the English trans-

lation of it
—‘Abandon hope, all ye who enter here!’ This gave much

amusement to Sir Ashley, and much offence to the Inspector-General of

Hospitals who accompanied him.

Now I fell into No^bid. But before I explain the significance of this

terrible word, I must tell ofour visit to the Hill Tracts. Some dfficulties

had arisen with a gentleman called the Bohmong (Burmese boh = head;

mong = chief) of the Mughs, and I had to go and settle matters. I took

my wife and children for the sake of the change. We started in the

Chaffinch^ a pretty little steamer kept by Government for the Com-
missioner’s use with a flat attached, all extremely clean and comfort-

able. The distance to Rangamad is about eighty miles by river. The
first fifteen miles or so are through the plains, and the scenery though

rich and green is monotonous. Then you come to the hills, and the river,

broad, rapid and deep, swirls in eddies of dark green water round the

base of sandstone cliffs, topped and tufted with palm, mango, bamboo
and other trees all laced with giant creepers gorgeously coloured. In one

place a whole rock face fifty or sixty feet high is one blaze of red, an-

other is a blaze of yellow; a little further on, an immense Beaumonda
with its great white trumpet-shaped flowers covers half the hillside.

Every ledge and cranny is full oforchids, grasses and ferns, and the foot

of the cliffs, just where the waves plash, is covered with a thick velvety

carpet of vivid emerald moss. Then you pass the mouth of a long, nar-

row valley running up and up dll it ends in grey, misty distance. Here

and there on a hilltop in a clearing a small cluster ofMugh huts built on
piles, and sturdy Mugh women in scarlet petdcoats and blue jackets

crawling up the steep hillside with water jars on their heads.

Rangamad is (or was in 1878) a small place on a plateau surrounded

on three sides by the river, about 300 feet above the water, chosen by

us on account of its impregnability. It consists of a small nadve bazaar,

the lines and parade-ground of the Regiment, and some six or seven
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roomy bungalows on piles, with walls of mats and thatched roofs.

Major Gordon and Mr Crouch met me at the landing-place in full uni-

form. The Regiment presented arms, and from a cliff over our heads a
salute of eleven guns was fired. It seems I was ex officio Agent to the

Viceroy for the Eastern Frontier and so entitled to a salute. Then we
all had a steep climb up to the Circuit House, a large, comfortable

building.

The next day the Mong, the Bohmong, and the Chakma Raja with a

large concourse of followers arrived to pay their respects to the Mong
Gri (= Great Chief, i.e. Commissioner). It is the custom for a Chirf

to feed his subjeas when they visit him. So there was a big shamiina^

pitched, with carpets for the Europeans, and about two o’clock we all

went there and took our seats, the Chiefs on one side and the Europeans

on the other. Then the whole multitude came up before me one by one

and saluted by going down on all fours and touching the ground with

their foreheads. They are all Mongolian in type, short, broad figures

with the regular Chinaman’s features, slanting pig’s eyes, flat, broad

nose and high cheekbones. Most of them carried a cheroot about ten

inches long through a hole in the lobe of their huge ears, the women
had large Beaumontia or orchid flowers behind their ears or in the knot

of their hair. Then they all sat down in rows, and neat little stools of

plaited bamboo with a plantain leaf carefully folded on the top were

placed before each person. Cups made of a length of bamboo cut off

slanting were given to us, and a man came round and filled them with

rum and water from an earthen jar. Then we all drank. This, it seems,

is an indispensable preliminary, after which the plantain leaves were

unfolded and revealed a mess of eggs, rice, fowl, chillies, etc., all very

nicely cooked. The Mughs are celebrated for their cookery. We ate a

little, whereupon all the Mughs fell to, and for the space of two hours

men, women and children continued uninterruptedly eating, drinking

rum and water, laughing, shouting and joking. Men with huge earthen

pots moved among the crowd, filling the plantain leaves afresh from

time to time as fast as they were emptied. It was amazing how much they

ate and drank. After this, bundles of cheroots were handed round and

we aU smoked. The women, who were adorned with gold ear-rings and

necklaces, gathered round my wife and the children and examined them

curiously. Baby Angela was handed round and kissed by them all.

Then they took to makmg up little parcels of betel nut and pin and

giving them to us. They seemed rather surprised that we did not chew

^ Shamiina, a large flat-cooled tent open at the sides, used for public cere-

monies, official receptioos and the like.
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them as they did. Meanwhile there was more mm gomg round and the

jokes and laughter began getting rather wild, so we dosed the enters

tainment by rising and departing. Later in the afternoon, ^dien die

Chieft had slept off their feast, we had a meeting at wfaidi we got

through a great deal of business, and the day wound up with a magic

lantern which delighted them all ezcessivdy. Government makes us an

allowance for the purpose ofgiving these feasts, without which no busi-

ness could be done amongst the Mughs.

We were engaged on a very difficult, in fact an almost impossible,

task with these Mughs. The tangled maze of hills m which they live is

densely wooded and contains a great deal of valuable timber. It had

been placed under the charge of the Forest Department. A department

of any kind in India always assumes that the world exists solely for the

use of itself, and considers that anything that interferes with the woric-

ing of the department ought to be removed. It was undoubtedly true

that the Mughs and other hill tribes used their native forests very waste-

ftilly. Their system of agriculture, called jh&m, consists in setting the

forest on fire and burning down a whole hillside. In the space so cleared

they sow their crops, the rich virgin soil bears abundantly, and the

ashes of the burnt forest are excellent manure. They continue to culti-

vate the same spot for a few years when they find its fertility decreases,

whereupon they go away and bum down a fresh place. In former tima
the incessant wars between the tribes kept down the population, and

they were not numerous enough seriously to affect the growth of the

forest. Trees grew again in the deserted ‘jhSni, and by the time—per-

haps forty years—^people wanted to bum that particular hillside again

there was a thick growth of trees and jungle on it. But when the Pax

Britannica was extended to those wilds and intertribal warfare ceased,

the population increased so much that if not diecked they would soon

have burnt every bit of forest off the hills. Dr. Schlich, the Head ofthe

Forest Department, calmly proposed that the whole Mugh and Chakma
population should be removed from their native hills! He did not say

where they were to go to. He merely said, in the true departmental

spirit, ‘These people destroy the trees, therefore let them be sent

away.’ Of course, the district officers and the Commissioner strongly

opposed this view. The Commissioner* even went so fiv as to say that

if trees and Mu^ could not live together, he ftiought it would do less

harm if the trees were removed, which caused Dr Schlidi to foam at

the mouth and utter bad words. Finally some wise man observed that it

was not so much the Mughs themselves as their pracdce of ‘jhfiming’

* My ptedecetaor, not me.
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tiut did hann, and he suggested that they should be taught to dll the

soil by ploughmg like the Bengalis. In the jkSm method no plough is

used; they make holes in the ground with a sharp sddc burnt hard at

the end, and drop the seed in. No Mugh was ever known to use the

plou^. Sir Ashley Eden, however, caught at this suggestion and we
were ordered to induce or compel the Mughs to give up their jkOmt
and takeh) ploughed fields instead. With his usual bullying injustice, he

intimated that ifwe did not succeed he should consider that it was be-

cause we did not try, or because we were incompetent idiots. So of

course we had to try to do uhat we knew beforehand would be utterly

impossible. The Mughs declared that it was a well-known fact that if

they took to ploughing their race would die out. Their women were

particularly vehement on this point, more so even than the men. They
ate by nature an extremely cheerful race, very idle, careless and merry,

but on this point they grew stem, sulky and melancholy. There seems

to be something congenial to their light-hearted, easy-going nature in

their method of cultivation. Burning down a whole hillside, dibbling

in some seed almost anyhow in the ground, and then sitting smoking

and laughing till the crop grows and ripens is a proceeding that some-

how seems made for them and they for it. It is altogether a different

thing from the laborious ploughing ofthe soil, harrowing, sowing, weed-

ing, watering and all the rest of it which occupies the melancholy

quarrelsome, anxious Bengali. These children of nature will not even

reap their own crops. Every year the steamers ofthe British India Com-
pany carry fix>m Bengal to Chittagong, Akyab and Rangoon thousands

ofBengali labourers, who go to earn good wages for two or three months

by cutting and garnering the crops, while the lazy Mugh proprietors

sit in their verandas smoking their long, rank cheroots and cutting

jokes at the hard-woridng Bengalis. And now we were ordered to turn

the Mughs into ploughers and reapers! The 'way we did it was this.

Among the Mughs live a curious people called Chakmks who, though

Mohgdian by origin and Buddhist by religion, have adopted many cus-

toms and ceremonies from Hinduism and Islam. They have a Raja.

In my time the Raja bote the Hindu name of Harishchandra, but his

father had a Mahomedan name. They are not so averse to the plou^

as the pure Mughs, so we found a fiattish piece of land in the Cbakma

Territory whidi we hired, and then let it out to some Mughs udm

nobly sacrificed themselves fist the good of their race (bemg also hand-

somely paid for so doing), and undertook to plough it and raise a crop

<ff rice fimn it. But we represented to the Government tiiat ploughing,

like all arts, requires to be learnt, so we got permission to engage
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a few Bengalis to teach the Mughs. When I visited the spot with Gor-

don, we found the Bengalis laboriously ploughing and sowing in the

swampy land, and the Mughs, whom they were supposed to be teach-

ing, sitting happily on a rising ground wi& their badts to the Bengalis,

smoking and joking together! When we called them came forward

quite cheerfully and, in answer to our questions, said. ‘Oh yes! we are

learning very well. It is very easy. We quite understand. Soon^e shall

be able to hold the plough ourselves.* But I never heard of the experi-

ment getting beyond this. It afforded, however, material for a good long

paragraph in our annual report, and that was all that apparently was

wanted. We had done as we were told, we had started the experiment,

and must leave it to time to prove whether it would be successfiil or not.

So long as I was in the Chittagong Division, it got no further than Ben-

galis ploughing and Mughs looking on and cracking jokes.

No&b^d now claimed much of my time. I despair of making it in-

telligible, nor would it be interesting if I could. Roughly and briefly, it

was a vast mass of petty estates covering the greater part of the Chitta-

gong district which, owing to certain circumstances, were the property

ofGovernment. The ‘settlement* ofthese estates (that is to say measure-

ment, classification ofkinds of soil, rates ofrent, rights ofcertain tenants,

and assessment of the rents which they were to pay) was being made.

It had to be made every thirty years. As usual in Beng^, there were sudi

extraordinary intricacies and complications of conflicting rights, so

many different kinds of tenants, so much uncertainty and dispute about

boundaries, rates, status, privileges—disputes about everything that was

disputable—^that it was enough to drive one mad. Everything that could

be litigated about was eagerly litigated by these, the most litigious

people in the world. It was well said ofthem by Sir Henry Ricketts, an

experienced administrator who knew them well, that every Chittagonian

was bom with a ‘stamped paper’^ in his hand, and as soon a$ he eould

walk went to a lawyer and got him to put a case in court for him. A
brilliant, active, keen-witted little Scotchman named Fasson was

Settlement Officer and was half-killing himselfover the business, and of

course I had to guide and advise him. It was an odious business and

cost us many a sleepless night and many a day*8 hard work. Indeed

^ A stamp revenue is raised in India by requiring all law papers and many
classes of legal and conunerdal documents to be executed on paper bearing a

Government stamp and only sold at Government offices. Petitions, Le. the docu-
ment by which a law suit is originated, are required to be written on ^stamped

paper*, ofvalue corresponding to the amount ofthe sum sued for. Stamped paper
for petty suits is sold for a few pence and eagerly bou^t up by the litigim
peasantry.
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the work at Chittigong was very much harder than in Orissa, and it

was thankless, uninteresting and irritating. One could not help feeling

that two-thirds of it might have been avoided, if only the hungry,

vicious, venomous little black Musulmans would show a more con-

ciliatory and reasonable spirit. But this Noi^bild business had been going

on ever since the beginning of the century, when one Jay Nariyan, an
intriguing employee of Warren Hastings, had by underhand means ob-

tained possession of vast tracts of land in this distria.^ His frauds were

eventually discovered, and the lands resumed by Government. They
were at that time newly reclaimed from the ^-pervading jungles,

hence the name, ‘no ibid = newly settled*. But there were tracts still

belonging to the estate of Jay Nsuiyan, lands which he had obtained

lawfully, and these were managed separately by an Englishman named
Sandys.

It was a reliefnow and then to tear oneself away from the dry details

of sterile No^b^d litigation, get into the steamer Chaffinch with wife

and children, and go for an hour’s trip to the mouth of the river. The
little blow of fresh sea air and salt water picked us up. My brother

Harry was at this time in charge of the Subdivision of Cox’s Bazaar,

some hundred miles to the south of Chittagong. He had a charming

little schooner, the Firefly

^

in which he used to come up the coast to

visit us now and then. We went to Cox’s Bazaar later in the year. This

miserable year 1878! I was extremely wretched. I detested Chittagong

the Loathsome and everything in any way conneaed with it. I longed

for and regretted Orissa. I disliked the work, the place, the people. It

seemed to me an evil, malignant place and people. Its very beauty is an

evil beauty—a beauti du diable. The people in the Hill Tracts were

amusing, and that was the only part of the Division I liked. But they

were always up to something. In July I had to look after them again.

This time it was the Lushais beyond the frontier. But as the so-called

frontier was merely an imaginary line running along the top of a range

of hills, which had been quite arbitrarily fixed by Sir Richard Temple, it

was not wonderful that the Lushais paid no attention to it. Temple’s

idea was that on the British side of this line British law was to prevail,

but how was a Lushai to understand that? Now it happened that the

Chiefofone branch ofdie Lushai nation fell sick, and when his friends,

according to their custom, asked him who had bewitched him, he

^ He would for instance get a grant of 100 acres and on the strength thereof

take possession of x,ooo, driving out any inhabitants there might be by virtue of

the grant. As they were also mostly squatters whose rights were as vague as his

own they were unable to resist hi^
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mentioned a neighbourydthvtiiomhehadhad aquand These people be-
lieve tiiat all kinds of sidmess are caused by witchcraft, and that a man
when at the point of death is able to know who bewitched him. As
soon as the dying Qiiefhad mentioned tiie name ofdie witdi, it became

the duty of Itis son or other near relative to find the witdi and kill him
or her. The QiieTs son, on his father’s death, sought out the man who
had bewitched him and killed him. In doing so he thought he was per-

forming a sacred duty and so did all his tribe.

But, unfortunately for him, the spot where he met and killed the man
was on the British side of the newly-drawn frontier line, and was there-

fore technically within British territory, so the poor Lushai boy was

arrested and tried for murder, found guilty and sentenced to a long

term of imprisonment. My predecessor and all the local officers pro-

tested strongly, but Temple wrote some of his usual bombastic non-

sense about making the Lushais respect the sacredness of British ter-

ritory, and insisted on the sentence being carried out. The prisoner, a

child ofthe forest who had lived all his life in the open air, sickened and

died in a few weeks of the confinement. The Lushais all naturally said

we had killed him, and were very troublesome and hostile for a long

time in consequence. But Captain Lewin, the Deputy Commissioner,

and his successor, Evans Gordon, managed them with great tact

—

treating them with a mixture of firmness and good-nature, like the big

children that they were, and gradually acquired great infiuence over

them. Their habit of raiding the Mugh country was almost entirely

suppressed, but the Hill Regiment had to patrol the boundary very

strictly to prevent the Bengali traders of Chittagong selling guns and

ammunition to them. They amused themselves by raiding in other direc-

tions—^for raid somewhere they must—Tt was their nature to.’

In August 1878 the Pui Shendus, incited thereto by the Haulongs,

made a raid on the Khweymi tribe of Arracan, our neighbours to the

south, and carried off, among other things, the wife and four children

of Lahauk, Chief of the Khweymis. This was done to avenge the Hau-

longs for a previous raid made on them by Lahauk and his people. The
Shendu Chief, Saipoiya, sold the captives to the Sailoos for two old

tower muskets, and the Sailoos carried them off to the village of their

Chief, Johwatk, beyond the Kainsa Thoung or Blue Mountains in Bur-

mah. It must ^ remembered that in 1878 Burmah was still an inde-

pendent kingdom, ruled over by King Theebaw, with whom it would

have been useless to open negotiations for the return of the captives,

partly because Theebawhad no real power or influence over the Lushais,

and partly because he would not have helped us if he had. So G<»don
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brought Lahauk and Soiya, a chief of the Hlongthya Haulongs, with

their followers down to Chittagong to see me about it. Of course I had
to give them a dinner. They got through two goats, six fowls, a pile of

rice, twelve bottles ofrum, one hundred cheroots, and pka sopari (betel

nut) uncounted. Then they sent word that they were ready for a palaver.

So they were led into my big hall where we discussed matters. It took

some time, because I spoke in English, which Gordon translated into

Mu^ and the Mugh interpreter again into Lushai. Finally, however,

the matter was arranged. Soiya arranged—^for a consideration—^to get

the captives restored, and did so in due course. Then when the business

was over, they asked to see my house. So I took them into the drawing-

room where my wife and some other ladies were seated. The savages

behaved very well. They bowed respectfully to the ladies and were very

much surprised to be told that they were women. It seems that they

thought t^t they were only some other kind of European men. Lahauk

had never seen an Englishwoman, and asked the interpreter a number
of curious questions. I saw Gordon grinning in the background, and I

did not wonder when he repeated the questions to me afterwards. They
were very interested in the pictures on the walls, the china ornaments

on the tables and chifibniers, the table laid for dinner, but especially at

the blaze of light given by the numerous kerosene oil lamps about the

rooms. But they were very subdued, and I was afterwards told that they

were rather fri^tened at all the splendour of our simple English house.

They thought some of the things were magic.

If a complete contrast to the savage Lushais were wanted, it could

easily be found in the Portuguese of Chittagong town. Few, if any of

them, were ofpure Portuguese blood; they were mostly descended from

the intercourse between the old piratical Portuguese and Mugh female

slaves, and though they bore grand Portuguese names such as Pereira,

Teixeira, da Silva, da Sousa, Almeida, their features were often purely

Mongolian. A frowsy, worthless, debauched lot they were. I asked their

priest once—^he was an Italian, a new arrival from Europe—what he

thought of his flock. He smiled and uttered one word—‘bestie*. He
himself was a well-educated Benedictine, far too good for such a flock.

Proud, lazy and immoral they all were. The men dressed in a white

calico shirt, white trousers and a crimson sash round the waist; the

women in a cotton gown with black mantilla and a parasol ofsome vivid

colour. Down in the native town, dose along the rivet bank, they kept

shops where they sold bad liquor to the sailors, and the back rooms

were kept for immoral purposes by the women. Brawls were frequent,

and the two Englkh constables, with a native force ofpolice, had enough

287



MEMOIRS OF A BENGAL CIVILIAN

to do to keep the peace in those unsavoury slums. The Roman Catholic

Bishop, a Dutchi^, and the priest above mention^, laboured among
them but with scanty results. In the rains these low-lying parts of the

town were mostly under water, and cholera as well as a very bad type

of malarious fever were endemic. The rain in Chittagong was pheno-

menal; to quote myself again (from a letter to Elliot in August 1878):

‘You -up-country fellows never see rain like we have here. It begins

early in the morning before daybreak on the first of the month, and

when you go to bed at ten o’clock on the 31st it is still drizzling on in

the same remorseless way. Your boots grow a crop of mould every

night. My beloved books, the only things that keep me going, are losing

their bindings, and curling up into limp masses of pulp. The green

mould crops out all over the damp, unwholesome walls, rank weeds

grow all up the hillsides, and the rain carves out great gutters ending

in a ‘moraine’ of muddy, fetid slush at the bottom. Whatsoever things

are loathsome, whatsoever things are slimy, whatsoever things are

•stinking, sickening, ghastly, oozy, decaying and decayed, morbiferous,

faeculent, miasmatic, malarious, and repulsive—these things abound.

And over everything steadily, slowly, pitilessly, drenchingly, comes

down by night and by day the dull, deadly rain like a pall covering the

fiacdd corpse ofthe soil. This is not an attempt at fine writing though it

looks like it—I am too low in spirits for thatLIt is only an effort to put

on paper the impression made on me as I sit in my veranda lookup out

at the sodden landscape below me.’

I was called back to Rangamati again in September by a fresh row

among the Lushais. Lalbura, a Sailoo Chief, and Poiboi, Chief of the

Shendus, had attacked Vanhoiya the Haulong and were said to have

killed fifteen of his men, and Vanhoiya had been detected in an attempt

to smuggle some rifles and gunpowder across near the frontier post of

Demagri by means ofsome Bengali traders, who went up there to buy

rubber which the Lushais collect in their forests. Fortunately Crouch,

the police officer, had managed to recover the guns and ammunition.

Poiboi and Lalbura had retired into the depths of the jungle,'but Van-

hoiya had been detained for me to see him. He came to the Circuit

House to see me on my arrival, but there was only one sitting-room,

and there was a difficulty in admitting him as my wife and some other

ladies were there, and Vanhoiya wore no clothes at aU. A scarlet blantet

was offered him but he refused to wear it. Eventually a compromise was

arrived at. Two men walked in front ofhim holding up the blanket till

he reached a chair into which he was pushed, and when he was seated

the two retainers held the blanket before him all the udiile^ so that only
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his head and hands were visible. In this position he harangued volubly

and the interpreter translated. He swallowed a wineglassful of neat

brandy and held out his glass for more, but Gordon ignored this and
began to talk at him vigorously. He was a splendid animnl—tall> muscu-
lar and active, with a keen, bright eye and a lordly demeanour. When
we had finished our discussion and arrived at a satisfactory conclusion

he rose to retire, and the blanket was theiiL held behind him as he re-

treated. Though he would not wear it, he condescended to accept it as a

present, as also a large glass tumbler which he took a fancy to.

When we got back to Chittagong a case of a very different nature

called for my attention. Among other things I found I was ex officio

‘Chief Customs Authority’, and had the powers of a Judge of the Court

ofAdmiralty under some Act of Parliament. In this totally new capacity

I was now called upon to try the captain of an English ship, the Ocean

Belle^ for running his ship ashore at the mouth of the Chittagong River.

Mr Warden, the Collector of Customs and Harbourmaster, was ex

officio Public Prosecutor in such cases, and after instituting the case in

my court, he informed me that it was my duty to inspect the vessel as

she lay, also to appoint two of the captains of merchant ships lying in

the port as assessors at the trial. So I arranged to go. It would be a

pleasant little jaunt for me and my family. My wife as usual looked after

the provisions. In this she was helped unexp)ectcdly by receiving the

following notice from the local butche;. I copy it liter^y

:

‘Shake Kadir Ali and Shake Lutpoo begs to inform the following

gentlemens that they will kill two very gram-fed sheeps much more

Fatt and very Bigg than muton dubs ditto.’ Tlie last part was the un-

kindest cut of all, for my wife managed the station mutton dub and

was not a little proud of the excellence of her sheep. «

However, she laid in a supply of the very Bigg gram-fed sheeps and

other provisions, and a party of us all went off in my steamer with the

flat attached. Here is what happened (from a letter to Elliot). T am not

myself nautical, but Mr W. Warden is—^in faa he is so much so that he

has the earache in his starboard ear, and he belays his dog-cart, slacks

her off, and fetches her up a point in the wind when he is driving. As
we steamed out through the lines of big sailing-ships loading with

jute for Dundee, I derived much pleasure from my nautical subordin-

ate’s criddsms on the ships. The Prince Oscaty a four-masted vessel

whose huge hull towered high above us, had, I found, not slipped his

braces (I think it was), or he had when be oughtn’t to, and did you ever

see a fellow to hamper his yards (or something to that effect) like the

Latona—hvx lor* bless your ’eart, the way tibese ’ere merchantmen do
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things Ah! you should have seen Hit Celerity—^they knew *ow to

sail a ship in the old Injen Navy—I believe yer When I was in the

old Injen Navy (then followed a yam which lasted for about six

miles down the river—I didn’t catch it all, as I was looking at the

scenery.) Warden’s enemies say he was only a purser’s derk and doesn’t

know one rope from another. At any rate he has laid in a fine stock of

nautical pfirases, and ifhe uses then i tort et a trovers—I don’t know any

better. So we got to the inner buoys, where the visible land leaves offin a

wide river mouth some three miles across. Right in front of us, a black

dot on the blazing, glittering surface ofthe sea, was the pilot cutter with

a huge ensign as big as herself, and a little way off the Ocean Belle, a big

three-masted ship lying outside the fairway, apparently a long way from

land, but in reality on a soft bed of mud into which she was rapidly

working herself a hole. From my dense ignorance of marine affairs I

had always supposed that when a ship grounded she stuck fiist, but here

was the Ocean Belle heeUng over from one side to the other in a slow,

sickly way, and as the side nearest to us came up, we saw torrents of

muddy water pouring out of what I thought were her portholes. But

I found that, ''bless yer, she ain’t got no ports she ain’t, that’s ’er scup-

pers.” (N.B. It afterwards turned out that it wasn’t her scuppers—^but

let that pass.) On her forecastle (anglice foksl) were a lot of frowzy

English sailors lolling with their legs over the tafirail (I think it is), with

bare feet and throats burnt a deep red, and greasy shirts. They didn’t

seem to mind the sun, they only had straw hats and light caps made of

grease and tobacco juice on their heads. In the "waist” (see how nautical

I am) a gang of cooUes were hauling out her cargo, and two or three very

powerful negroes were apparendy directing them. This they did by sit-

ting on a barrel and spitting. There was such an eddy round her that the

steamer could not get near, so we went in the jolly boat, and climbed

up over the side by ropes at that part where the ropes come down from

the mast. I forget what they call it, something about chains or shrouds,

I think, but I was getting a litde mixed by this time. I know it was all

over tar and filth. On deck the scene was beasdy. Her cargo was earth-

oil (a coarse kind of petroleum) and kutch, and the stink was !

All the hatches were open and the barrels had got loose, the oil had

come out and got mixed with the bilge water (I know that is right). The
result you can imagine. The gendeman in command, whose official

dde is Cap’n (one syllable) had gone ashore to see the agents—^and as

we subsequently found, had no intention of returning. The mate was

a very hazy young fellow, lounging on the (what did they call it?—It

isn’t binnacle, or capstan, or davits, or guys, or cat-heads, or dead-eyes
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—I heard all these separately). It is a sort of projecting comice with

a brass rail> where you go up i^om the middle of the ship to the poop

—

have I made myself dear? He, too^ was spitting. A very fat and wise-

looking duck sat beside him and used its wings occasionally when the

slope of the deck got too acute.

*I tried to look very grave as befits a C.C.A. (ChiefCustoms Authority)

but it is very hard to do so when you can, with difficulty, keep your feet

owing to the ship’s deck assuming a different slope every minute, and
you are afraid to lay hold of anything because it is covered with tar or

other beastliness. Tlie mate was very cheery and stated that if the Cap’n

didn’t come off soon, he and the crew were going to take to their bc^ts

and go ashore. Warden said that would be deserting, which did not seem

to affea him much. He said he wasn’t going down along with her, and

invited us to see how she was ‘‘hogged”. Warden saw it (or said he saw it

—I didn’t). When Warden observed that the water was pouring out of

her scuppers, the mate replied, “Scuppers be d, it’s ’er seams.”

Then I did manage to observe that the planks of her sides were started.

“Started,” said the mate, “lor’ bless yer, yer might put yer ’ead in the

’oles, look yere and yere,” and he pointed to some alarmingly big gaps.

Then it ooWred to W. Warden that he hadn’t sent down his something,

to which the mate replied that he had sent down his royals, and would

send down something else as soon as the Cap’n came back. Then they

got into depths fkt beyond me, so I exercised myself in looking official

under difficulties by holding on to a brass rail which was fortunately

dean. I was glad, however, when Mr Warden, who I must say kept his

balance beautifully and was sublimdy nautical to the last, and didn’t

look as ifhe fdt at all sea-sick, came up to me and reported that he had

Completed his inspection. I declined to go bdow and tap at planks in

the dark—/ was superior to the weakness of pretending I understood

anything about it, so I gracefully replied that I would reserve my
opinion till I recdved his written report. At this point the deck got

quite too unhorizontal so we got into the jolly boat. I don’t quite know

how, except that the sailors caught hold of me by the legs as I was dang-

ling from some shrouds, or chains, or things tarry, whatever they are

called. We got back to our party on the steamer and had a sumptuous

lunch as we steamed back up the river.’

Subsequently I sat with two nautical assessors to try the captain.

I thought he had run his ship ashore to defraud the underwriters—

a

thing very often done; and I strongly suspect the assessors thought so

too, but Ae matter was so involved in tecl^calities that it was hard for

alandsmanto decide, so I took the advice ofthe assessors and only found
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him guilty of unskilful navigation and suspended his certificate for six

months. This was my first and last experience of the duties of a Judge

ofthe Admiralty Court.

Life was so disagreeable in the Station ofChittagong owing to the un-

congenial society that we were always getting away from it when we
could. The officials were not very pleasant. Chittagong, being very un-

healthy, was regarded as a penal station, and all the worst men in the

Services were sent there. It was, as I was afterwards told, felt as a great

shame by men of my own Service that I, who had always had a good,

not to say a high, reputation in the Service, should have been sent to a

penal settlement by Eden out of personal spite* In addition to the offi-

cials there were some merchants and tea-planters, rough, rowdy bache-

lors, hardly fit society for ladies or gentlemen, and all disposed to be

hostile or at least unpleasant to officials. As soon as the Ocean Belle case

was over, we went for a visit to Cox’s Bazaar, the subdivision to the

south on the borders of Burmah. I take the description of our trip from

one ofmy letters to Elliot written in (I think) November 1878.

‘Cox’s Bazaar is a subdivision of Chittagong, about one hundred and

twenty miles to the south of this. It is a Mugh town founded by a mis-

taken person, one Captain Cox, in 1793 or thereabouts, when we were

fighting the Burmese. The long-defunct Cox, being a person of small

discrimination (he probably wore a pigtail and powder and a stiff black

stock and highly-padded red coat, tight breeches aad Hessian boots. He
drank “brandy pawnee” and said, “demme” and “

’fore Gad, sir!”),

could find no better place in which to settle the Mughs that fled from

the oppression of the Arakanese^ than a pestiferous swamp on the banks

of a stinking little creek, with slimy, muddy banks carefully shut out

from the sea by a high, sandy ridge. However, the place flourished. My
brother Harry was in charge of it for four years, and only kept himself

alive by taking cruises in the Bay in the Firefly, Vile, foul, penetrating,

body- and soul-destroying as are the stinks of Chittagong, they are

nothing to Cox’s Bazaar. There the people live in bamboo huts on piles,

and the natural filth of hum<a]ity accumulates in the space under the

houses. Their principal food is fish kept (on purpose) until it is putrid.

It is called Nya-pe and is accounted a great delicacy. You can nose a

Mugh to windward a mile off. They are, however, very jolly, always

kughing, with cheroots a yard long in their mouths. They apparendy

^ The kingdom of Arakan, capital Akyab, comprised the northern part of

Burmah, lying along the coast of the Bay of Bengal and divided from the rest of

Burmah by a high mountain range, the Yuma Doung. It became British territory

in 1826.
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never do any woric. The dirty, little, wizened Bengalis do all the work
and q>pear to fleece the Mug^, who live by fishing when they do any-

thing.*

They wear gorgeous, bright silk handkerchief round their heads

—

emerald green with scarlet flowers, orange with purple flowers, etc.

—

made, ofcourse, in Manchester—a jacket of bright blue or yellow or red

and a dhod of some equally glaring colour. The women wear a bright

ted bodice tied tight over the breasts and under the arms, leaving the

shoulden bare, and a bright coloured petticoat. Seldom anything on
their heads 'but a flower or two out of the hedge. The scenery was very

^cturesque. My brother’s house stood dose to the sea shore, looking

on to a long stretch of shining sand, then low, abruptly wooded clifls

and far away to the south a long blue point (Elephant Point) nmning

well out to sea. The waves were rolling in with crests of foam, breaking

on the sand ridge and tossing up columns of spray against a few scat-

tered rocks. To the north a group of beautifully wooded islands, be-

tween which and the coast lay our way to Chittagong. Moheshkhal,

the largest ofthese, gives its name to the chaimel.

We had quite a surfdt of fish there—oysters, prawns, pomphret, sole

and skate, all fresh caught. The journey both there and bade was through

a fi«sh breeze and a slightly rough sea, but as we were all good sailors

we enjoyed it very much.

Christmas passed quietly. A large number of very rough-looking

English, Scotch and Irish tea-planters came in from outlying gardens

and {dayed a cricket match, after which they had a big supper and great

quantities of drink, and singing. Next morning they departed to their

jungles again with bad headaches, but asserting that they had had a very

jolly time of hi

On New Year’s Day 1879 1 reedved some poetry from an old native

gentleman, one Ram Kinu Dutt, widdy known as the poet of Chitta-

gong. His Baboo fiiends admired his poetry very much. One fantastic

person went so fiv as to call him the ‘Byron of Bengal’. He had such a

full confidence in his own powers that he used to send long poems to the

Viceroy and other hi^ offidab. As these great men go^-naturedly

used to write and thank him for his beautiful verses, he was confirmed

in hb high opinion ofthem. He had been a member of the subordinate

medkal service, a very useful class ofmen who are placed in charge of

hospitab in various places. After many years’ service he retired on a pen-

aioo, and passed hb old age dieerfully in one ofthe most malarious cor-

nen ofhb mttive rhittagang, composing what he was pleased to con-

sider as Eoghdi poetry.
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The poems he sent me on this occasion were written in a beautiful

copperplate hand on large sheets of paper, with an elaborately drawn

and coloured border which it must have taken him a long time to do.

The following are the only scraps of his immortal work which I can

now find. As he had all his poetry printed for him by a firiendly Bengali

printer, posterity will not be deprived of them. I copy literatim and

verbatim.

Old Year!

Sir (me—^not the old year).

Ourfriend oldyear gasping his last

Neither he tastes supper nor break-fasty

Not inclines sagOy not a drop of tea.

Never feels well even in the land or sea;

His declining health now never gives him hopes.

Shudders at the face, and senselessly mopes.

(then follow about a hundred lines ending with);

He is sorry for a look about Cabul prepotency

Is to assume the beauty of a decadency^—Adieu !

R.KJ).

Then followed a much longer piece in red ink (a sign of joy) cele-

brating Christmas. I have preserved only the last verse.

Reciprocal amusement and the receptions

Hospitably pass on amongst citizens.

Alas! for many who weary of care.

Nought in the future but dread and despair.

Alas! for the widows andfatherless child.

Andfar the poor the happiness never smiled.

They are awfully undermine with fresh fear,

I wish you
—

*happy new year—a happy newyearP
Your most obedient and devoted servant

Ram Kinoo Dutt

It was too long to copy entirely, but here and there occurred verses of

peculiar beauty, such as these from the second stanza:

Ladies being desired to caress favourably.

Passfrom hand to hand in the assenddy;

What a sweetest their address—*dear, dear, dear.

/ wish you happy new year—a happy newyearP

* This apparently refers to the events oocuning in Afghanistan at tiiat time*

but the poet's precise meaning is not very dear.
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He also wrote a long poem beginning:

Set notyour heart upon a desideratum

Oh for an ultimatum^ ohfor an ultimatum !

What he meant was not quite clear. When I last saw him he had com-
posed a poem in several thousand lines on the Franco-Prussian War
which he asked me to read. Unfortunately I had not leisure for such a

stupendous task.

During the cold weather of 187S-9 there was> of course, the usual

amount ofinspection tours to be made. These were almost entirely per-

formed in the steamer. In fact, travelling by land is difficult, if not

impossible, to any great extent in Eastern Bengal. The whole country is

one vast network of rivers, most ofthem deep, broad tidal streams, llie

native population for the most part go about in boats. Small ‘dug-out’

canoes, fashioned by hollowing out the stem of a big tree, are the usual

means of conveyance. Where there are not rivers there are swamps, and

enough earth to build a house upon, however small, is only obtainable

by digging a big hole and piling up the loose, sandy soil therefrom into

a platform, into which bamboo poles are planted to serve as supports for

the thatch and matting of whidi the house is built. Then there are in-

numerable narrow, winding creeks through which the water of the

swamps overflows into the rivers. These are crossed by slight bridges of

bamboo. A few poles are planted on each bank and one or two in the

bed of the creek. Eadi pair of poles crosses X fashion, and bamboos are

put across from pair to pair resting in the joining point of the X. The
natives with their naked feet easily cross the frail structures, but it is a

difficult task for a European with boots on to get across a ‘sangha’

as they are called. Your horse had to swim or wkde, and the mud 4m
soft and slimy; moreover there were generally alligators about, so it was

not altogether pleasant. Nor was it pleasant to travel, as some men had

to do, in a dug-out, sitting in a cramped posture for hours together,

afraid to move lest the canoe should upset, through a gorge between

lofty hills clothed with dense vegetation of bamboo and creepers, shut-

ting out air and light and producing a stifling heat in which swarms of

stinging insects luxuriated. One place there was called Bandarban, a

stockade in the Hill Tracts on a ridge where the jungle had been cleared

and a few huts built and surrounded by a palisade. The Lushais had

been in the habit of raiding down the valley of the Sangu River which

flowed at the foot of this ridge. It could only be got at by the river. A
small force of Gurkhas with one English ofBjixt held this post. No food

was procurable in that wilderness; all their provisions had to be brought
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from Chittagong, a distance of sixty or seventy miles the winding

Sangu through stifling, fever-haunted gorges. The young Lieutenant

(Camac) who commanded in this dismal spot, after enduring loneliness

and bad food for some months, was anackol by the deadly fever of

those parts. They put him in a dug-out and brought him down the

Sangu as fast as they could, but he had to spend a night and a day on

the awful river. It was not surprising that he was carried into our house

at Chittagong delirious. My good wife nursed him carefully and I put

him on the first British India steamer that called, as soon as he was fit to

be moved, and just managed to save his life. So rapidly fatal was the

Chittagong fever that I had special permission from Government to

send away any officer who fell ill without waiting for the usual leave

order. This fever always attacked the head, producing violent delirium.

Fortunately for me I was not often comp^ed to go into such places.

As Judge I had to inspect the Munsifis every year, and they were in out-

of-the-way places. But I took this duty rather lightly. I had an additional

Judge—a sort of coadjutor—^to whom I freely and undisguisedly left as

mudt ofthe judicial work as I could, and he did not mind taking a trip

to inspect a Munsifi now and then. These inspections were rather a

fteoe. Munsif in Bengal is the title of a Judge of the lowest grade, who
has power to try dvil suits of small value and simple nature. In every

district there are four or five of these petty courts dotted about allover

the country, so as to bring justice close to everyone’s door—a much-
valued boon in a land where litigation is the principal amusement and

joy of all men. Chittagong, the litigious district par excellence of all

Bengal, supported twelve such courts! One there was picturesquely

perched on a hill by the side ofthe Chittagong River, some twenty miles

above the town. It was a small, square building with mat walls and a

thatched roof, containing one centre room furnished with bench for the

Judge, wimess-box and seats for the ‘local bar* (as the pleaders love to

call themselves) and side rooms for the clerks and records. I took my
seat on a chair by the side of the Munsif, a smart young Bengali gentle-

man who had recently taken the degree of B.L. (Bachelor of Law) at

the Calcutta Univenity, and after a short career as a pleader had^Mn
promoted to the Bench. It was my duty to hear a case tried and report

to the Hi^ Court whether it was tried properly or not. Of course the

Munsifand his ‘bar’ were well aware of diis, and being bom actors, like

all natives, they got up a beautiful case for my edification. Such strict

adheience to l^al forms and technicalities, such very scrapulously

eotiett procedure, such smart and seardiing cross-examinatitm

witncaies, sudi very kamed and eloquent speeches by die jdeadets,
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with such masses of quotations from, and references to, the most recon-

dite authorities, quite overwhelmed me. The Munsif and one of the

pleaders had an argument on a point of law, in which they discharged

themselves of all the legal knowledge they had crammed for their last

examination, and finally the Munsif delivered judgement in a long and

weighty decision, whi^ would not have been too profound had the

matter in dispute been of the value of many diousands of rupees, in-

stead of, as I learnt on inquiry, only two rupees four annas ! Of course,

the knowledge that all this display had been got up specially for my
benefit and had been carefully rehearsed beforehand, added to the en-

joyment. I expressed my obligations in suitable language, and we parted

on the best of terms.

About this time I had, as Judge, to try a curious case about the

granting ofprobate ofa will, which presents the characteristic features of

the half-caste Portuguese society of Chittagong so vividly that it may be

worth while to record it. The names are, ofcourse, fictitious, as the actual

persons are still alive, and well known in Bengal. A man, whom I will

call Wallace (he actuaUy bore a very famous Scotch name, though how
he came by it is a mystery to me), a very black half-caste, had been a

Deputy Collector for thirty-odd years and had amassed, in ways that it

would be better not to inquire into too closely, a considerable fortune.

This he invested in the purchase of two flourishing and remunerative

tea-gardens in the Chittagong district. These he lefr to his son, who was

a minor, on the condition that he supported the rest of the family, con-

sisting of old Wallace’s widow and two or three children. He appointed

a brother Deputy Collector, an old half-caste like himself whom 1 will

call Masson, as Executor and general supervisor of the property, en-

joining his son in his will to obey Masson’s instructions and to be guided

by him in all things. Wallace died some years before the case came on.

The widow and children trusted everything to Masson, who managed

the estates and allowed them a sufficient though not very bountiful

maintenance. What he did with all the p:ioney no one ever knew, be-

cause his accounts, when produced, were utterly incomprehensible. In-

tentionally so, the other side said, and probably they were not far

wrong. Aiatters went on in this way for some years. Masson induced

the widow to leave her comfortable bungalow at the tea-garden, and

remove to a mouldy, dilapidated house in the Portuguese quarter at

Chittagong, on the pretence that as his official duties detained him in

the town he could look after them better there. His real motive, ofcourse,

was to have a free hand at the tea-gardhn without the family seeing what

he was up to. The two eldest children meanwhile attained their majority.
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The eldest, a girl, Edith, a very handsome brunette, speedily went to

the bad, and after a period of promiscuous intercourse with both native

and Portuguese rou^ of sorts (she also boasted of having bestowed her

favours on nearly all the Europeans in the Station!) she became the mis-

tress of one Fraser, an unprincipled Scotch adventurer who had ob-

tained by various means a goodd^ ofproperty in the district, including

a tea-garden adjacent to Wallace’s. Fraser kept his e^e on Masson and

managed to find out all he did, but he held his tongue, biding his time.

To cover his liaison with Edith Wallace, he married her to a Portuguese

sailor, Pereira, whom he immediately sent away on business to Akyab.

Edith, now Mrs Pereira, lived in her husband’s house, where she re-

ceived visits from Fraser, and, as she afterwards confessed, in his ab-

sence from anyone else who took her fancy. Pereira was, of course, paid

to keep away, and his absence was facilitated by his having the misfor-

tune to sign another gentleman’s name instead of his own, which led to

his being confined in the Akyab jail for two years. But he had left behind

him a brother, one Washington Pereira, a little black monkey with

strongly marked Mugh features, who acted as spy on all the rest in the

interest of his brother, and also, as it subsequently turned out, ofEdith,

who, though she took her pleasure with all and sundry, had no idea of

letting either Fraser or Masson or anyone else cheat her out of her share

of the property. Washington, who was half a Mugh, was, of course, on

intimate terms with all the Mugh and Bengali employees on the tea-

garden. The son, Henry Wallace, a sickly youth, plunged into the same

sort of dissipation as bis sister, plus heavy drinking and gambling. Mas-

son furnished him with money for his pleasures, taking care to take

receipts from him for every rupee, and compelling the weak-minded

boy to keep the matter secret from his mother and sister. When the

youth came of age, Masson made over to him the tea-gardens under his

father’s will, to hold for himself and family, but at the same time he

presented him with such a formidable bill for expenses incurred by

Masson in the management of the tea-gardens that the youth was easily

persuaded to sign two documents, one mortgaging the gardens to Mas-

son for repayment ofthe expenses, and another appointing him manager

of all his property. During the minority Masson had borrowed con-

siderable sums on the security of the gardens, and Henry Wallace was

induced to sign documents whereby he made himself responsible for all

these sums. Fraser and Edith were made aware of all these doings

through Washington and other spies; indeed Fraser privately bought

up all or nearly all the debts and held them in the name of a native clerk

of his own.
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Then came the aim. Hemy Wallace fdl ill. ‘Drink and the Devil*

had done for him. He had a complication of diseases and he had the

firail constitution of the Portuguese half-caste. Masson grew alarmed

and lost no time in inducing Henry to make a will. He sat by the boy’s

bed and suggested this and that disposition of the property, and wrote

the particulars down as the boy agre^ to them. He then took the paper

home to write out a fiur copy and, having done so, sent it by two native

derks to Henry to sign. Henry, they say, signed it, but instead ofreturn-

ing it to Masson called for an envdope, had the will sealed up and put it

under his pillow, stricdy enjoining Us native servants, who waited con-

stantly by his bedside, to allow no one to remove it. When his relations

heard that he was ill and likely to die, they came over to his house to

watch for his last moments. The scene, as depicted by an eye-witness,

was horrible. In one room was Edith with one or two male companions,

drinking and playing cards and quarrelling; in another the old mother

weeping and praying and telling her beads with the priest and some
nuns, who, however, were not allowed to visit the wretched boy, ‘for

fear,’ Edith said, ‘of frightening him.’ In a small inner room, with no

furniture but a small cot and some pots and pans, surrounded by a

crowd of frightened native servants, lay the unhappy Henry. He had

pneumonia, some nameless disease in a virulent form, together with

threatenings ofdelirium tremens. Half-raving, half-crying with pain and

fear, attended only by an ignorant native physician, denied the services

of a priest, which to him as a Roman Catholic was a necessity, he lin-

gered a few hours and then died. No sooner was he dead than there was

a rush of all his relatives to the bed to get hold of the will. But the will

was gone!!

The servants declared they knew nothing about it, and no amount of

search resulted in its being found. Masson, then acting on a section of a

certain law, produced the rough copy and applied to me to grant him

probate on that. Edith opposed, and (Fraser, of course, paying the ex-

penses) got down a barrister from Calcutta to fight her case. Should no

will be found she and her mother and sister were the heirs.

The case attracted great attention and my court was crowded for the

three long days it lasted. We had Masson in the witness-box for a day.

He was a loose, flabby, dark man, and by the end ofthe day the Counsel

for the objeaors had reduced him to a pitiable condition. The rough

copy, when read in court, commenced by stating that the testator had

obeyed his father’s yi^ishes and entrusted Masson with the management

of the esutes, that Masson had discharged his duties faithfully and

intelligently, but that owing to bad seasons there had been heaw losses
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which Masson had made good out of his own pocket besides paying
large sums for the maintenance ofthe family. Consequently the testator

was heavily indebted to him. Then followed a long specification of
mortgages and other transactions)and the documentwound up by leaving

the whole of the testator’s property to Masson. In couit Alasson swore
that the fair copy of the will now lost was an exact copy of the draft)

that it had not been suggested by him) but was the spontaneous expres-

sion of the testator’s will. Under a very rigid cross-examination) a crud
system of peculation) lies and treachery was revealed as practised by
Masson during a long term of years. There had not been heavy losses

on the gardenS) but large profitS) all of which) apparently) Masson had
pocketed. Edith also gave evidence. She was a tall) very handsome
woman with a beautiful olive complexion) bold) bright back eyes, a

sumptuous figure and a vultus nimium lubricus aspici, Washington also

gave evidence. It would take too long to detail all the base intrigueS) the

almost animal sensuality) the total absence of any moral sense in the

whole of these people. XJltimately I refused probate) and declared Mas-
.son what the law calls an executor de son tarty which made him respon-

sible for all the income ofthe estate since he had charge) and also liable to

criminal proceedings for malversation. Edith then proceeded to clajm

the estate) when her wily lover) Fraser, stepped in and produced proof
that he held all the mortgages and bonds. He thus obtained possession

of the estate and worked the gardens to his own profit for some years.

Unfortunately the Wallaces were too poor to carry on legal proceedings

against Masson, so he escaped. But he had received so severe a sho^
that he soon afterwards died. Fraser also died very suddenly a few years

later. In his will he left all the gardens and the rest of the Wallace estate

to Edith) who by this time was living with her husband, Pereira, on his

release from the Akyab jail. When I last heard of her she was living in

some state at Chittagong, going to Mass regularly, and universally

respected! The common belief in Chittagong was that the will was
stolen by Washington Pereira with the connivance of Wallace’s ser-

vants, and by him handed to Edith who destroyed it. Edith acquiesced

in Fraser’s foreclosing the mortages and taking the estates, panly be-

cause she could not help it, partly because she hoped to wheedle them
out ofhim eventually. In this she succeeded and he supported her hand-
somely as long as he lived.
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Epilogue

John Beames, who was my grandfather, called this book The Story of

My Lifcy but did not live to finish his tale. He retired from India in 1893

and lived m Somerset, at first near Taunton and later at Qevedon,
where he died in May 1902, at the comparatively early age of sixty-five.

In his Preface he has explained how and v/hy he came to write these

pages, which were never intended for publication but to amuse himself

and his family and to occupy his leisure. He has described himself as an

^ordinary average Englishman’ living in the reign of Queen Viaoria,

for he was bom on the day Queen Victoria came to the throne and died

only a year after the dose of her reign.

llie first five chapters describe his early life in England and the re-

mainder his career in India, from his arrival in Calcutta in March 1858

as one of the last batch of cadets appointed by the East India Company
until the dose of his time at Chittagong in 1879. The narrative breaks

off quite suddenly on the last page of the great leather-bound volume

in which he recorded the story in his neat, flowing hand, with hardly an

addition or an erasure throughout its hundreds of pages. The reader

may wonder why the narrative was left unfinished, or not at least brought

down to the point when he retired from India. The main reason is that

he was busy with other writing during his retirement and died before he

had time to complete his manuscript. In the Preface he explains that he

began the story in Cuttack in 1875, and that after continuing at inter-

vals for a few years he broke off till after his retirement. Then in 1896

he started re-writing it from the beginning when living at Bishop’s Hull,

near Taunton, but in the middle of Chapter XVII of the original

manuscript there is a head-note *Qevedon, near Bristol, August 1900’.

From this it appears that he had again laid aside the manuscript for some

time and took it up again after he had moved to Clevedon. There follow

some three and a half fairly long chapters, and as he was then also busy

with an (unfinished) Historical Geography of India and a translation from

the Turid of Babar*s Memoirs, it is apparent that the completion of his

memoirs was prevented by other writing and by his early death in

May 1902.

Perhaps another reason is that, like the sundial, he preferred to re-

cord only his happy hours. The latter part of his time in India was spent

mainly alone, wi^ his wife and family in England for most of the time,
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and in addition to this separation his dosing years were douded by a

disappointment in his offidal career, which is mentioned bdow.
In case the reader is interested in John Beames’s later career, the

following biographical details are added. These have been gathered

partly from a brief note left by him, giving merdy the dates between

1880 and 1899 of the half-dozen or so prindpal events of each year, and

partly from the recollections of my mother, his youngest daughter,

Angela, whose birth in Cuttack in 1876 is mentioned in the narrative.

As, however, she was taken home to England from Chittagong at the

age of thrte, and only saw her father once, when he was on short leave

in England before he retired, her knowledge of the latter part of his

career in India is of necessity somewhat restricted and lacking in detail.

She herself returned to India in 1896 after her marriage to my father

(who was also in the Indian Civil Service) and did not return to England

till 1900 when I was about a year old, so that she did not see much of

her father before he died.

In the note referred to above he has described the period of eighteen

months spent in Chittagong as one of ‘continual misery^ and he cer-

tainly has some hard things to say about the dimate and people of that

place, which he seems to have disliked intensely after his nine happy

years in Orissa. However, in September 1879 he took two months’ leave

in Calcutta and Mussoorie, w^e his wife and younger children went

home to England. On return to duty he spent the next year or two as

Collector of Hooghly, near Calcutta, and in 1881 became Commissioner

of Burdwan, living at Chinsura in Bengal proper. For the next four

years he continued at Chinsura, mainly alone, as my grandmother had

to remain mostly in England with his large family of eight children.

During this period there is not much of interest in his notes, whidi

mainly concern tours in his division and other official work, inter-

sperse with occasional visits from the Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal.

There was even a visit from the Viceroy, Lord Ripon, with whom he

notes that he had ‘tiffin in the train at Burdwan’ in December 1882. The
next year he went to Bareilly in the North-West Provinces (later the

Unit^ Provinces, now Uttar Pradesh) to meet his eldest son David,

who had come out with a commission in the Indian Army and whom he

had not seen for fifteen years. His second son, Frederick, had also about

this time passed into the Indian Qvil Service, and was spending the

usual probationary period at the University learning Indian languages,

law, etc. But in 1884 there was a bitter disappointment when Frederick

fiule4^to pass his final examination and was thus unable to follow his

filthy in a career in India.

302



EPILOGUE
In 1885, when the old Maharaja of Burdwan died> John Beames

moved his headquarters from Chinsura to Burdwan, probably to en-

able him to deal more easily with the series ofintrigues which arose over

the succession to the title and estates. These occupied his attention for

several months, during which it was even suspected that an attempt was

made by one of the interested parties to poison him. He was ill for some
time during the summer, but seems to have recovered by the time his

wife returned from England in November, bringing with her their eldest

daughter Margaret, who was then seventeen. Christmas and the winter

of 1885-6 were a gay time, and he notes that his old friend Elliot came
to stay with him in Calcutta, and that there were ‘nothing but balls and
parties’ during January and February.

That year passed uneventfully at Burdwan, but early in 1887 there

occurred an incident which affected the remainder of his official life.

This was when he was asked to give evidence before a public com-
mission in Calcutta inquiring into Indian education, a subject on which

he held strong, but what would now be considered reactionary, views.

Little material is available of the details of this episode beyond the faa

that he was very unwilling to give evidence in a public inquiry of this

kind, but was assured that he need have no hesitation in expressing his

opinions. His reluctance in this matter is not easy to reconcile with his

more usual habit of speaking his mind with alarming frankness when-

ever his convictions so impelled him, but, as it turned out, his premo-

nitions on this occasion were justified. Students of Indian history will

remember that this was the period of the Ilbert Bill controversy, a

measure which aroused much heated feeling throughout India, particu-

larly in Calcutta. Though the Education Commission was not in any

way concerned with the matters dealt with by the Ilbert Bill, John

Beames’s reluctance to give public evidence on a controversial subjea

at that time is perhaps understandable. Whatever he said to the Com-
mission must have been in character, but in the brief notes he left there

is only the significant entry dated 22 February 1887: ‘Gave evidence

before Public Service Commission and cut my own throat without being

aware of it.’ A month later he was promoted to the Board of Revenue,

then the highest adininistrative post below the Lieutenant-Governor in

the province—^an indication that the Bengal Government at least did not

disapprove ofthe views he had expressed.

In April, however, there was a violent attack on him in an Indian-

owned daily newspaper of Calcutta, followed by a second similar attack

in June, the sequel to which is noted by him laconically on 14 July:

‘Removed from the Board by order of the Government of India.’ This
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is followed by another entry immediately afterwards: 20th

—

Letter promising reappointment/ He has left no further record of this

incident, and one can only surmise that his evidence before the Coror

mission displeased the loc^ politicians of that time, and that as a sop

to the ensuing political agitation he was demoted by the Government of

India—^not, be it noted, by the Government of Bengal, who wrote to

him promising reappointment.

In August 1887, however, he reverted as Commissioner ofBhagalpur,

where he remained for nearly two years, until in April 1889 he returned

to Calcutta and again acted for some months on the Board of Revenue.

Thereafter he remained in Calcutta, mostly as a Commissioner, but

with occasional periods of special duty drafting Government Bills on re-

venue matters and as president of the Police Conunission. He returned

to England for six months during the summer of 1891—only the second

home leave in thirty-five years* service—^but came back to Calcutta in

November, and spent his last eighteen months there as Conunissioner

ofthe Presidency division, before he finally retired in March 1893. Thus
ended his official career, of which the last few years were embittered by
the Education Commission episode, rendered perhaps more difficult to

bear by the loneliness and separation from his wife and family, which at

one time or another affected the lives of all who served in India. It is

no part of such a biographical note as this to criticize, but it must be

evident to all who read this narrative that John Beames was a man of

strong personal opinions, and by temperament unable to suffer gladly

those official superiors with whose views he did not agree—^a pre-requi-

site for advancement then, as now. Like his grandfather, ‘Cross Beames,

Q.C.’, whom he has described in an early chapter, he had a hasty temper

and a caustic tongue, which made him enemies among those senior

officials who did not relish his outspoken and often ill-timed comments.

His brushes with Sir Richard Temple at various stages of his career

are an example of this, and are described with a diverting naivete which

shows that he only half-realized the inevitable results of exercising his

wit at the expense of Lieutenant-Governors, however pompous and

irritating. But then, as Philip Mason remarks in his book. The Rulers

of Induiy referred to below, John Beames ‘did not really care for

Lieutenant-Governors as a class’. It may well be that the unhappy epi-

sode of 1887 and its consequences induced in him a reluaance to con-

tinue his narrative to the end, and that, even if he had lived, he might

have felt an aversion from recalling to his memory, by setting them

down in writing, the events which cast a shadow over the last years of

his long and otherwise happy service.
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A point which does not fiiUy appear from his story is that in his time

John Beames attained some eminence in the philological world. He
mentions now and again his interest in languages, the winning of two
gold*medals for Persian early in his career, and the publication during

his time in India of his Conq>arative Grammar of the Modem Aryan
Languages of India. This was published in three volumes between* 1872

and 1879, and was preceded by his Outlines of Indian PkUoltgy in 1867,

which was described as ‘the fint attempt to prepare a scientific generid

account of all the languages then known to be spoken in India’, and

vdiidi, though now, of course, largely out of date, has recently been

translated into Urdu in Lucknow. He was a fellow both of the Royal

Asiatic Society of Great Britain and of the Asiatic Society of Ben^,
and contributed numerous articles to the Journals of both these learned

bodies and to the Indian Antiquary. His Grammar of the Bengali Lan-

guage, published in 1891, was still a textbook as late as 1922 for I.C.S.

probationers posted to that province. A colleague and contemporary.

Sir George Grierson, author of A Lirgmstic Survey of India, wrote of

his Comparathe Grammar:

‘It is difBcult to decide which to admire most in this Grammar, the

learning displayed, or the dearness with which the results of that

learning are put forth. . . . He had a trenchant pen, and could widd
it with effect when he considered it to be necessary, but the numerous

references in his magnum opus to the opinions of other scholars

showed that he possessed a double f>ortion of the spirit of Saraswati

[the Hindu god^s of learning]—a just confidence in his own great

store of learning, and an ungrudging recognition of the discoveries

made by other students in the same line of research as that in which

he had an acknowledged claim to be recognized as one of the first

authorities.’

In addition to his interests in Oriental languages, particularly Persian

and Sanskrit, he had a working knowledge of German, French, Italian

and some other European languages. To anyone who has served in

India, it must be a matter of astonishment that he was able to find time

from his official duties, which were heavy and continuous, to delve so

deeply into linguistic studies^

My fitther retired in 1916 After thirty years’ service in India, spent

mainly in the United Provinces, and after a gap of six years I followed

him in the same province till 1947. The family coimexion with the ser-

vice thus lasted for some ninety years—by no means unique or even un-

usual, but a long time neverthdess. It was not till after leavmg India
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that I came across my grandfather’s memoirs among old family papers

in my mother’s possession. A few years later Philip Mason, an old

friend and colleague in India, asked for the loan of material of this

nature for a book he was then writing on the history of the Indian Civil

Service, and I was delighted to lend him the manuscript, of which he

made considerable use. Extracts have therefore already appeared in the

two volumes of The Men Who Ruled India^ and I am glad to take this

opportunity of acknowledging my gratitude to him, for without his

advice and encouragement this book would not now have been pub-

lished.

Lastly, my thanks are also due to Dr Mahadeva Prasad Saha of Cal-

cutta, Secretary ofthe Asiatic Society of Bengal, who, though previously

unknown to me, has taken great trouble in searching out and sending

me details (too numerous to quote here) of the many papers on philo-

logical and antiquarian subjeas contributed by my gran^ather during

his time in India to the Journal of that Society.

Christopher Cooke.

Great Missenden, i960.
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